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Foreword
I have a confession.
There is a point during the production process for Commonthought,
which is part of the Creative Writing and Magazine Production class
that I teach here at Lesley, where I become, like Billy Pilgrim, unstuck
in time. Suddenly, I am not just in the Wolfard Hall classroom where
Mag Prod meets twice a week. I am also in another classroom, in
another decade, on a college campus some forty miles north of here.
As we review the art that’s been submitted to the magazine, I am not
just a teacher in 2012 making my way through a slideshow; I am also
a student in 1996, poring over the prints and drawings we have laid
out along the table for consideration. As much as things have changed
in the intervening years, so much is still the same. The decisions are
hard, consensus nearly impossible to achieve, the pursuit of the perfect
magazine something we all take more seriously than we could have
imagined taking it when had our first meeting in September.
I am as proud of the work my students have done this semester as I am
of the work my classmates and I did, back in the day. I know how hard
it was. It was hard for me, too. But, here we are.
Once again, we are proud to print within our pages the work of
students, faculty, and alumni alike. And we are also pleased to
welcome to our pages friends of the community, as well.
We hope you enjoy this year’s issue of Commonthought, and that you
will consider adding your voice to the magazine next year.
E. Christopher Clark

Poetry
Jessica Rizkallah, “i figured” .................................................................7
Sam Trevino, “Variation on The Honeymooners” ...............................8
Anne Elezabeth Pluto, “OZ” ..................................................................9
Harrison Ford, “Ballad of the Blood on My Pillow” ............................10
Christine Bennett, “Untitled” ................................................................18
Lauren Paredes, “Field Runners” ..........................................................19
Reid Thibeault, “carnival woman” ........................................................23
Lisa DeSiro, “Retraction” .......................................................................25
Julia Pike, “Coffee Eyes, You’ve Got Me Coughing Up My Cookie
Heart” ......................................................................................................34
Katie Zeitz, “Bound” ...............................................................................35
Corey Cook, “Untitled” ..........................................................................36
Catey Bayse, “The Undiscovered Note” ..............................................37
Reid Thibeault, “The Last Weaver” .......................................................42
John Belmont, “I Hope You, Figaro Mozart” .......................................43
Patrick Phelan, “Virgin Queen” .............................................................45
Tyler Burdwood, “Sleep Cycles” ...........................................................61
Patrick Phelan, “Burning Pine” ..............................................................65
Katie Zeitz, “When Couches Were Mountains” ..................................66
Scott Anderson, “Solo” ..........................................................................68
Reid Thibeault, “night breathing” ........................................................75
Anne Elezabeth Pluto, “Tom O’Bedlam in the Garden of Eden” .....76
Shawdeen Vatan, “Untitled” ..................................................................77
Precilla Tuy, “Wanting” ...........................................................................88
Lisa DeSiro, “Rainy Night Espresso” ....................................................89
Scott Anderson, “Autograph” ...............................................................90
Anne Nicolas, “The Rhythm of My Name” ..........................................91

Prose
Catey Bayse, “Bow Street” ....................................................................11
Laura Gubata, “The Orchard” ...............................................................14
Abbie Levesque, “The Anatomy of a Breakup” ..................................21
E. Christopher Clark, “Sure” ..................................................................26
Anita Handy, “Just Yesterday” ...............................................................39
R. I. Tuesday, “The Apocalypse Cell”....................................................47
Joe Kimpel, “The Pope’s Motorcycle”..................................................63
Viktor Herrmann, “First Time Businessman” .......................................71
Andrew Capone, “Small Suitcase” .......................................................78
Brendan Flaherty, “The Nest” ...............................................................80
Catey Bayse, “Pygmalion’s Wife” ..........................................................86
Chris Maloney, “Barlow” ........................................................................93

Art
Bryan Ballinger, “Floating in the Negative Zone” ..............................6
Alex Friedlander, “The Leap” ................................................................13
Cajai Fellows Johnson, “Untitled” ........................................................20
Bryan Ballinger, “The Hill” .....................................................................24
Bryan Ballinger, “Brother Thomas” ......................................................33
Cajai Fellows Johnson, “Untitled” ........................................................46
Bryan Ballinger, “The Princess and the P” ...........................................62
Eleanor Bennett, “Untitled”...................................................................67
Bryan Ballinger, “Grim Reaping” ..........................................................69
Eleanor Bennett, “Speak to Another” ..................................................70
Alex Friedlander, “Toolkit” ....................................................................79
Eleanor Bennett, “Sleep Anywhere” ....................................................87
Samantha Carey, “Untitled” ..................................................................92

“Floating in the Negative Zone” by Bryan Ballinger

9

i figured
Jessica Rizkallah
i have words but they’re buried under yours and i have ink but it’s
buried under my nails and i have a heart but it’s buried under old
ticket stubs and paperclips and soda caps (but not the cool tin ones, the
plastic ones with codes on the inside that i decided were a metaphor
for something but now i don’t know why i don’t just throw them out
because they are just reminders of the aspartame i willingly ingested)
no damn cat and no damn cradle but there is residue from
slaughterhouses i pressed against my chest but never set foot in, so it
goes
so it went, and
so it
it it i t titit ick iticki tic tick
tick
ticking tick
click
clicking like heels i never wear on tiles i never tread
because i’m
five feet ten inches nineteen years and a bolt of fabric too late for the
party
so perty like
poerty
poor-try
poetry
writing poetry is hard but feeling it is easy
and now i feel the way a breeze must feel when it grazes the side of a
tornado or
something
i am on the cusp of coffeestains and wrinkled blazers and breaking
news
breaking out on my
break outs on my nose
breaking out of this liberal arts notion of chasing what is right to chase
what is right
in front of me
and sometimes i get so sad but there’s nothing to see here there’s
nothing to
read here
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Variation on The Honeymooners
Sam Trevino
“One of these days Alice, kiss! Right in the smasher!”
This is what I’ll say,
right before I press these chapped lips
against your closed fist.
Closed and cut and bloody
from a nine-to-five day of smashing.
Smashing the workload.
Smashing the patriarchy,
and illiteracy too, while we’re on a roll.
Smashing reckless drivers before the perfect dismount of the
well-placed middle finger.
Smashing,
like Bruce Banner, as he turns green in the face
when stood-up at his high school prom.
Smashing,
like I want to when the vulture at the café leers at a schoolgirl’s
derrière, winks
at me, and flicks his tongue between two fingers,
suggesting fantasies that make me want to smash his teeth in.
Bang! Zoom! Straight to the moon!
All of our friends are just smashing for the weekend.
Smashing,
like a leather-clad elbow to the windpipe in the mosh-pits
of yesteryear.
Smashing,
like the sound of fender-on-fender catastrophe on
East Riverside.
Smashing,
like a clay brick bursting thru stained glass,
with a note attached by coarse twine,
handwritten in burnt sienna Indian ink—this is my heart; keep
it well and warm.
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OZ
Anne Elezabeth Pluto
From across the window
the wind rises
dust, birds, debris
cyclone forward
away as shadow
from me to you
this separation
mutes my heart
noting nothing
I can say any longer
moves body or soul
to the sun bright
brilliant winter
the way I love
the earth—hopeful
and sleeping ice
under my boots
ice in my eyes
ice a cross
my mouth
a cross
the room
in blue
your dark eyes
dart like arrows
my desire akin to
grief now
familiar—a pattern
in a scarf or table
cloth a decoration
for the home.
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Ballad of the Blood on My Pillow
Harrison Ford
You drew yourself a map
And marked a sightly spot to conquer
The natives couldn’t wait
For their salvation any longer
I was the uncharted land
Awaiting the explorer
And you were a courageous man
In spite of unknown horror
You bravely landed, and I welcomed
Ships with warm and salty seas
I let you lead your expedition
To my mountains, through my trees
Wouldn’t it be safe to say
That both of us were pleased?
For it was so, at least I thought
We relished in each other’s midst
Invasion was a celebration
But the will to stay was missed
You remembered all the danger
Of my territory’s play
So you betrayed the souls you found
And after bloodshed, sailed away
While this place was helpless
And unfit to combat your attack
It has an even greater weakness—
The hope that someday you’ll come back
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Bow Street
Catey Bayse
Parched memories cut like eyes; sandpaper glimpses of a girl I
knew, but did not know at all follow me as I walk these streets again.
The bricks under my feet feel uneven in all the same places, and the
same homeless man still stands on the corner of Bow holding the same
cardboard sign that says Food Not Crack in bold black ink. Head down,
I weave between on-coming shoes.
The café across the street—I recognize its yellow awning, now
grayed with time and streaked with dirt and bird droppings. I step
towards the curb and trip over a craggy brick. Blood does not arrive
right away; it buds under tissue-torn skin before blooming in fullblown crimson. Mortified, I stand quickly and survey the faces of
those who witnessed my dramatic fall for traces of judgment or
schadenfreude. No one seems to have really noticed.
For a minute I’m almost certain I see her—cropped red hair and
peachy freckled skin—seated outside the café, gracefully cupping her
left hand as she lights a cigarette with her right. I want to reach out to
her, to grab her in fistfuls, to savor the way she takes up space. For so
long she has existed only in the emptiness of chairs, in the loneliness
of Friday nights, in stories left untold. For so long she has existed only
as a name too painful to say. On occasion she appears, always at night,
and promises that there was nothing I could have done. She promises
and promises and promises. I wake, startled, covered in a crust of
frozen sweat and begin to cry.
After getting a cup of coffee, I sit alone at an iron table outside the
café. Is this the table where we sat, together, all those months ago? My
hand feels around in the depths of my bag, searching feverishly for a
cigarette-distraction. As I light my Camel I dwell on the many details
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that now seem to elude me. Particulars of that day have blurred and
faded, leaving a greedy aftertaste.
I remember admiring the words love, courage, strength tattooed in
black on her pale right wrist. We talked of her love life, as mine wasn’t
much to speak of, over coffee and cigarettes. I drank mine black; she
took hers with buckets of decadent cream. I smoked Turkish Golds
and she Number Nines, and I teased her for smoking girly cigarettes.
I remember her admitting that she was in love with Ellen, a mutual
friend in a serious relationship. I told her that didn’t surprise me at all,
that I already knew, that she had to get over it. Naïve and insensitive,
I judged her, thought her weak and immoral for coveting someone
else’s girlfriend. I should have treated her kindly, with respect and
understanding, in her last moments of life.
I don’t remember what she wore or how many cups of coffee we
consumed between us. I don’t remember if the crazy lady with milky
blue eyes and stringy unwashed hair who often tried to bum cigarettes
confronted us that day. I don’t remember feeling July’s oppressive
heat—I don’t remember if the sun was even shining at all, though I
hope it was, for her sake.
As I sit smoking alone, I allow myself to miss her. I imagine her
sitting across from me—breathing, smiling—and I wonder what her
story could have been. Suddenly her jaw falls slack and every muscle
in her body tightens. She falls to the ground like a tree in slow motion,
lands in a shallow puddle and begins to seize. White froth coats her
lips as she tremors violently on the brick sidewalk, and a hint of blood
oozes from her temple where her head collided with the ground.
Paralyzed, helpless, I just watch her, my friend, in epileptic shock. I
feel my lips move, slowly forming the word help; I whisper it, repeat it
over and over, saying it louder each time until I’m screaming. Panicked
minutes pass before I realize that she isn’t actually here, dying, this
time. Hyperventilating, tears falling quickly down my cheeks, I cannot
remember if I just shrieked out loud—this upsets me even more.
Mortified, I look around—no one seems to have really noticed.
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“The Leap” by Alex Friedlander
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The Orchard
Laura Gubata
My grandfather planted an apple tree for every one of his
grandchildren. It started with two thin-limbed twigs barely rising
higher than the weedy grass of the field he'd designated for his family.
Seven years later, twelve sprouts had fought their way through the
gravelly New England soil and burst into life.
The orchard, as he had planned it, would be the center of our
childhoods. A surveyor and landscaper at heart, my grandfather
cringed at the idea of playgrounds and swing sets. Instead, he spent
the better part of two decades transforming his acres of backyard into a
natural, recreational paradise.
His house and the orchard were situated at the top of a hill, southfacing, so that the sun seemed always to shine on his back-porch,
where our parents, his children, would gather and watch the youngest
generation hike down the grassy slope to the pond that he had carved
in the swampy lands below.
There was a hammock too, in the midst of the orchard. We
would pile into the curved basket until the ropes strained beneath
our collective weight and sent us toppling back to the earth. My
grandfather hung the hammock between two oak trees, hoping,
perhaps, that the smell of apples baking beneath the summer sun and
the swaying of the hammock on a soft breeze would lull us into a
dreamland that he'd never been able to provide us in his own sturdy
arms.
When I turned five, I matched my apple tree in height and stature.
Years later, I realized that the tree was stunted and doomed from the
start. It never produced a fruit, and in just a few years I towered over
the folded branches and the slender, twisted trunk. At five years old,
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however, my grandfather placed a yardstick between me and the tree
and declared it “perfect.”
Conquering the earth had never been my grandfather's intention,
I don't think—though he proved a worthy foe to the land. He strolled
through the orchard, taming the weeds and forcing the grass into level
submission. He bought the land in our town and paved the roads
of our neighborhood. He sold the acres to my father and my uncles,
and helped them build the houses that we grew up in. It wasn't his
intention to conquer the land, but merely to shape it to accommodate
us, to keep us as close to him as the trees he had planted for us.
We lived in a jungle set in the midst of a growing suburban town.
Our walk home from the bus stop was an adventure down a winding
dirt road flanked on either side by wild swamplands that stunk with
skunk cabbage in the summers and transformed into a wasteland of
dried, twisted brambles in the winters.
We could see my grandfather's house from the dirt road. It was a
blip of white through the greens of summer and the browns of winter.
If we dared to trek through the swamp—and we did, often—then we
could jump from soggy island to soggy island, swinging from low
branches and hanging onto gray tree trunks as we fought through the
wilderness that connected our homes.
Some days we sat on the pine-needle covered banks of the pond,
nursing the red scratches on our legs and watching the flies settle on
the stagnant black waters. High above us, atop a wall of stone, my
grandfather hunched low, struggling to connect two silver pipes. He'd
dreamed of a waterfall, my mother told me later, though that was one
dream he never achieved.
My grandfather was a hard man to love, but we did love him,
if a bit fearfully. He grew up on the streets of Dorchester, working
as a shoe-shiner and using the tips to raise his brother and fund his
mother's alcoholism. Stories were never told about his father, only that
he had disappeared one day and left his children and his wife to fend
for themselves in a depression-struck Boston.
A charmer and an entrepreneur, my grandfather grew into the
shining example of the American ideal; of the young pulled-himselfup-by-the-bootstraps kind of hero. He was infinitely proud, which
made him cold—a memory of one winter strikes me, when he cast
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aside my seventeen-year-old cousin and her newborn, only to draw
her back to him with open arms when she matched his pride and
showed every intention of leaving. I was afraid of him after that, afraid
of this man who could be shrewd and vain, but could never let us go
out on our own.
My mother told me once that my grandfather's brother
disappeared as suddenly as their father. His brother was the younger
of the two, his disappearing act a cautionary tale of the different paths
a life of poverty can lead one to, despite my grandfather's protection.
After fifty years of silence, he turned up at my grandfather's funeral,
with a different name and a different face, an alibi that he'd been given
when he got too far involved in a life of crime.
Ten years after he'd planted the first seed of his orchard, my
grandfather stalked the paths between trees, armed with a can of
pesticide as he fought off the worms that had laid claim to the apple
trees.
He blamed the worms for the downfall of his orchard. After a
decade, his trees had failed to produce anything larger than a chestnut
or redder than an acorn. His precious orchard contained nothing but
crabapple trees, doomed to grow no taller than his grandchildren,
incapable of producing anything more than a mockery of what he'd
dreamed.
If he was disappointed, he never showed it. Each summer, he
continued to measure us in the orchard, always feigning surprise to
find that we had outgrown our trees.
One summer morning, five of my cousins sat in a row on the low
cement dam my grandfather had built to separate his pond from the
swamplands. There were six of us left in the neighborhood, down from
twelve. Divorces and financial problems had finally separated our
sprawling family.
A development had replaced the forests around our homes.
Million-dollar mansions rose from the earth, overshadowing us. My
cousins sat with fishing rods between their knees, catching nothing but
mosquitoes. I stood a few yards away from them, watching through
the trees as construction workers laid the foundation of a three-car
garage that would sink into the swamp just a few years later.
High above us, my grandfather's cereal bowl and coffee cup
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glinted in the sunlight, both objects sitting beside the silver pipes
he'd time and time again taken apart and put together again, never
succeeding to get more than a trickle of water to dribble over the rocks
he'd piled high and arranged just so, to achieve an unattainable look of
pure nature.
That night, my cousin wandered through the orchard, his footsteps
muffled by the grasses that had already risen to dominance, resolute
against the threat of a lawnmower that we hadn't heard running that
morning. Across the orchard, the coffee lay stagnant in its cup, the
cereal soggy after hours of soaking in fly-infested milk.
I don't know why my cousin chose that night to be restless in bed,
why he chose that night to walk through the orchard and wonder
which tree had been his. I do know why the six of us hadn't rushed up
there that morning to catch my grandfather's hands and pull him to
our level.
My grandfather had been a powerful man. He maintained a
dogged control of his own world, and extended the same attitude to
his environments. He tried to shape his family the way he shaped
the earth. Our branches were weak, though. Our transplanted roots
couldn't force through the rocky soil. We were constrained by manmade problems, by economics and failed marriages and lives that
branched off in different directions. My grandfather tried to ground us,
to plant us in the soil around him, to keep us rooted to him always.
Our parents told us that even if we had found him that morning,
it wouldn't have made a difference. The stroke was the bad kind, the
kind that ruined the body forever. My mother said that my grandfather
would never want to live that kind of life—dependent on nurses,
locked in a hospital room, confined to a bed unable to stretch his limbs
to the sun.
We left him in the dark, in the orchard. He lay on the soft grass,
his body melded to the earth, his eyes reflecting the navy skies of a
summer night. We left him with the sound of our fading laughter, as
we moved further away from the orchard and the dry waterfall, the
black pond and the low white house. We left him for a long twelve
hours under the sun, left him in the orchard with the morning paper
and the steaming cup of coffee as he watched us from on high,
watched us drift away, afraid to join him in the world he had created
for us.
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Untitled
Christine Bennett
Thoughts
Actions
Betrayal
Hate.
Repeat.
Repeat.
Repeat.
Passion Paralyzed
And time terrorized.
Like a pigeon’s bloodshot eyes and jerking
head,
shuffling, wobbling, daring
Towards a
stepped on scrap of white breadcrustI ask as I observe
“Can you taste the demise of man?”
But you’ve already wobbled off, your
mind a clock
my mind a bomb

21

Field Runners
Lauren Paredes
The decrepit cottage makes some of us
uneasy. The ivy and weeds have come through
the windows. There is no one left
to drink from the ivory saucer still sitting
on the table. Who would leave this little home
next to the Sound to rot? From inside we can hear
the waves lap up through the wheat colored marsh grasses
coming in with the breeze that billows
the blue gingham curtains in late May afternoons.
There is a field that sits between
the cottage and the ferry to Aurora. It is shortcut,
but only to the eyes. The feet know better
as they sink into the soft earth recently tilled.
We lose our breath and take blurred photos
of the sea of uniform rows. Something is
growing here and we are field runners
just trying to make the last departure.
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Cajai Fellows Johnson
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The Anatomy of a Breakup
Abbie Levesque
I still had a boyfriend the first time we held hands. Five of us
crushed together on an uncomfortable couch in a drafty basement,
watching TV. Curled under blankets, no one could see our hands. First
my pinky finger, just on top of his. Then his hand, palm up, under
mine. My fingers between his, and the heat running up our arms to our
cheeks. We both stared straight ahead, not wanting to let anyone else
into our sacred little moment. Out of the corner of my eye, though, I
could see the scar that led from the corner of his mouth halfway up his
cheek curling into a smile. My hand in his was the church of our new
religion.
My hands are clutching my head, wrapped up in my hair. We
are screaming on the phone again. I don’t come home enough. He
takes me for granted. I don’t love him enough. He blames me for his
problems. I sink onto the carpet, hoping no one walks through the
lounge to get to their room. He hangs up and I throw the phone. My
head is cradled in my hands when my friends find me and pull me off
the floor, my mascara smearing on their shirts as they hold my head to
their chests. They take turns holding me until I stop crying. My hands
are shaking.
Our first kiss was like a spark, like a lightning storm. Quick and so
sweet it was painful, and left us both scorched. His lips were soft and
pink. Cushy, and good for kissing. When those lips smiled, his scar
deepened like a dimple, and revealed two rows of perfectly straight
white teeth. The kind of teeth you see in commercials for whitening
toothpaste. He was smiling before the kiss, long waited for in the
winter cold, walking me in from our first real date. Ice skating. With
this kiss I could feel the cut where I had been biting at the skin on my
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lip. It was nervous habit that left them tasting constantly metallic, like
the end of a battery. Our kiss was the taste of batteries and nervous
energy.
My teeth are gritted. His lips are pursed. We’re both saying things
to hurt each other, because he thinks I care more about my friends than
him and I think he has a crush on the girl he works with. Neither of us
will let the truth past our lips—we can’t stay together like this. For all
our love, we are at each other’s throats. I haven’t told him that during
a drunken emotional breakdown, my friend from school pinned
me against a wall and kissed me. I can’t because I know he won’t
understand. Our lips have not helped us to understand each other in
a long time. In my anger and my shame, I have chewed my lip bloody.
All our mouths draw anymore is blood.
When I first fell in love, it felt like my heart was breaking. My ribs
had been iron bands and my heart swelled, broke through them, burst
itself into pieces. We laid together on my living room couch, my head
on his chest. His arms around me felt like I was giving away each tiny
piece, for him to rebuild as he pleased. And in turn, for all the pieces
of my happily broken heart, he promised me his. Simple I love yous
overwhelmed me, broke me, rebuilt me.
I can’t stay anymore. My tears have run out and my heart has
shriveled. He is crying again, but it’s not enough anymore to make me
stay. The reasons don’t matter anymore. What’s the point of blame?
It doesn’t matter who’s wrong and who’s right. I am not happy. Love
alone can’t make my heart flourish like it did before. There is no more
water to feed it, make it well over. Love alone is not a reason to stay.

25

carnival woman
Reid Thibeault
beyond flesh I see you,
you’re a brave and desolate carnival
easily built, easily destroyed
elegant on any face
like the tides
you collect yourself
in the mountains
before you die
so you can see
the last valley you flooded
One with all the colors,
they remain Flashing,
till they are the only light
reflections of lucid stars
thankful that you provided a prude bottom
looking, the light is blanked
by an unhinged darkness
its heaviness only illuminates
everything
you are
a breathable vapor
that tastes of the surrounding woods
please glance inside to
admire the young thieves
with disposed hands
that saw less in the mills
than they do sending you into motion
the collapsible mother
that swings and spins the children
joyous in the eye of a fragile climax
before your end
you see only the fenced valley
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the one you built
to keep the guilty away
from the precious place
where you nurse
your most movable love

“The Hill” by Bryan Ballinger
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Retraction
Lisa DeSiro
I take it back, what I said.
I have no problem with my bed.
The full-size width is adequate
room for me, and for my cat.
The firm mattress doesn’t make
my hip or neck or shoulders ache.
No, I don’t need a topper
made of memory foam or rubber.
No, I don’t need a queen.
And no, the pillows aren’t too lean.
And no, the covers aren’t too thin.
And no use arguing again
’cause there’s no problem with my bed.
Don’t think, even for one minute,
there’s a problem with my bed.
I sleep just fine without you in it.
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Sure
E. Christopher Clark
Michael was working on the last corner of a forty-eight by fortyeight foot backdrop with the tiniest brush he owned, a 9/128” red
sable that he normally reserved for painting ceramics. Behind him,
one lingering pair of feet shuffled and skittered across the floor. And
try as he might to stop himself, he could not help but glance over his
shoulder in between strokes. He could not help but stare at the girl to
whom the feet belonged.
Through the accident of her DNA, Jenna Worthing was possessed
of the same idyllic body the Greeks had sculpted two thousand years
before. Statuesque, all hips, she was more woman than any girl he
had ever known. She spun slowly in her tight black leotard, her arms
reaching upward, those full, womanly hips thrust outward, and her
head back, her auburn hair falling downward in a matted mess, away
from her sweat-soaked brow, from that soft, girl-like face of hers, that
face that was, as always, devoid of any of the embellishments—the
rouge, the eyeliner, the lip gloss—that might have more fully given her
the façade of a grown woman. Wisps of hair clung to each of her apple
cheeks, and a heavy, wet lock of it was strewn across those petite lips
of hers which curved upwards at the corners in the devilish little grin
that seemed her most cherished facial expression. When she lifted a
leg, he could see that her foot was dirty, blackened from dancing atop
the rubber floor for most of this cold winter’s day. He turned away
from her once he realized that he’d been staring at the cracks between
her toes, and he wondered what he’d been looking for. Some splotch
of pure, innocent pink? Who knew? Michael tapped at the bulge in his
right jeans pocket, where he kept his wallet, and thought of the picture
of Robin that was still there. And then he painted some more.
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Jenna sat down beside him when she was done, legs stretched
out in front of her, arms stretched backward to support herself as she
stretched. She smelled deliciously awful, her scent a funky potpourri
of perspiration and peppermint patties, burnt rubber and Bolognese
sauce.
“Nobody,” she said, panting in between gulps from her liter of
spring water, “is ever going to notice this.”
“I will,” he said.
“I admire your dedication,” she said, laying her head on his
shoulder, her labored breath hot against his neck, her hair clinging to
his cheek.
“Me too,” he said. “I mean, I admire your dedication. Not mine.”
“Thanks,” she said. “I wish that it would start paying off.
Y’know?”
“You’re too harsh on yourself.”
She patted him on the shoulder as she stood to go. “Aren’t we all?”
Michael watched her walk away. Her leotard was riding up in
the back, her firm bottom glistening with sweat. He imagined Robin
in the same situation, running around looking for a sweater to wrap
around her waist, or walking backwards toward the door, trying not to
stumble over her own feet.
Jenna paused at the stage’s side door and looked back at him. “You
want to walk back to the house together?”
“Yeah,” he said. “Yeah.”
The bitter December wind whipped at them as they trudged across
campus through the freshly fallen snow.
Originally founded when Thomas Jefferson was in office, Kimball
College sat atop a wooded hill high above the city of Haverhill. Down
in the city, along the banks of the Merrimack River, there had once
been a thriving shoe industry. Now, like much of the city, the factories
sat boarded-up and crumbling. But up here on the hill, behind the
brick and iron fence that surrounded the whole of the campus, there
remained a happy, hippy community of bohemians and n’er-dowells. In the midst of a quiet residential neighborhood, the campus’s
sprawling lawns served as something of a public park, where children
rode their bikes and families walked their dogs and where, from
September to May, the student body was like the circus come to
town—a rainbow of cultures, of hair colors, and of sexual deviancies
in this place that had been, for almost a century, nothing more than a
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coven for rich men’s daughters.
The front of the campus presented to bustling South Main Street,
and to the rest of the world beyond it, the façade of academia, a trio
of harmonious buildings built in the classical style, all Doric columns
and red brick, each of them flanking the “sacred sod” of the front lawn,
which tradition said you were only allowed to set foot on upon your
commencement.
But the rest of the campus, beginning with the modern-looking
library, all windows and gray concrete, stood in stark contrast. It was
the many faces of Kimball that Michael loved, however. There was so
much history here and yet so much of the here and now.
They had crossed half of the campus before his mind wandered
back to the girl at his side. Jenna was so bundled up that only a sliver
of her face was visible, just between where her purple wool hat ended
and her thick green scarf began. Her enormous winter coat added so
much bulk to her frame that she more resembled a middle linebacker
than a prima ballerina.
He smirked behind his own scarf. She would have beaten him silly
had he made that comparison out loud. She was not, she told people
early and often, when discussions of her dancing came up, a ballerina.
She danced modern, and though she’d never say it out loud, her eyes
would always add, “And please don’t make that mistake again.”
She didn’t have the body of a ballerina, she was quick to point out.
Her shoulders were too broad, her bust too big, her hips far too wide.
Her legs were long enough, sure, but her neck was too short. And her
technique—well, that was a whole other story. Her turnout had always
been poor, her flexibility was mediocre at best, she couldn’t do Pointe
at all, and she had the worst feet in the entire company. Once, when
they’d been sitting around the living room floor of their townhouse,
she’d caught Michael flexing his foot and simply marveled at his form,
his arches, the way his first three toes were almost all the same length.
“I’d kill for your feet,” she’d said.
But he’d always taken her criticisms of her body the same way
others seemed to take his criticisms of his paintings—they were both
too close to their art to have any kind of perspective on it. Her body,
in his humble opinion, was quite alright. She was what Grampy
would have called a “substantial” woman, not nearly as substantial as
Grammy, but certainly a “healthy young lady,” a compliment Grampy
could never have paid to Robin.
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As they passed over the footbridge, Michael cast a sideways glance
over the railing, down at the icy pond. He remembered the first time
he’d brought Robin up here, to show her around, to maybe convince
her to come to school up here instead of down in Boston, at Berklee.
She’d be the star of the program up here, he’d tried to convince her,
instead of just another face in the crowd. She’d smiled, in that way
that she always did, like his mother did whenever his father said
something stupid, a sort of “Yes, dear” smirk that was meant to end
the conversation. But he, like Albert, was never good at picking up on
that particular brand of smile, at least not until reflecting on it later,
and he’d asked her, as they’d walked over this same bridge, “Berklee
doesn’t have a pond in the middle of campus now, does it?” And she’d
nodded along, saying, “No, I guess not.” But Berklee was where she
went anyway.
He hadn’t said anything after that, but he’d wanted to. And
what he would’ve said, what he said to her in his head, planning the
conversation that he would have with her if the opportunity ever
presented itself again, was, ‘Look around you! Listen! Breathe! There’s
no clutter here, no buildings all hunched together. There’s no exhaust
filling your lungs, just fresh air. There’s no honking, no swearing at the
guy in front of you because he’s not moving fast enough—if you want
to move fast, there’s plenty of room to go around. I’m peaceful here.
I can hear myself think. I know who I am here. How can you love me
and not love this place?’
“Has she fessed up yet?” Jenna asked him, her voice muffled by
her scarf.
They passed underneath the glow of the floodlights that hung
alongside Tupelo West as Michael searched for an answer to her
question.
“I suppose she wouldn’t, would she?” Jenna added.
“Maybe the Runt didn’t see what he thinks he saw. He and my
cousin don’t exactly have a happy marriage.”
“I don’t think he’d’ve even bothered to call you if he wasn’t sure.”
The patch of his scarf right in front of his mouth was wet with
saliva, and it chafed against his lips as he said, “I suppose.”
The cluster of townhouses loomed in front of them now, huddled
around their snowy common lawn like so many vagrants around a
flaming garbage can—unapologetically too close for comfort. Their
house, the last one on the right, was dark. Their housemates must’ve
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been saving their energy for tomorrow’s opening night party, for that
was the way the rest of them, as non-artists, found a way to share in
the whole event.
Michael scowled behind his scarf, recalling Robin’s laughter upon
first sight of these delightfully derelict buildings, at how they stuck
out, even back here on the weirder, non-traditional side of campus. Yes,
they were too angular, too seventies in their design. And yes, they were
gradually sinking into the mucky New England soil. But they were
charming, nevertheless, and oh, how he’d hated Robin that night. He’d
taken her right back to the car, driven her home, and promised himself
he would never bring her back. But the memories haunted him still,
enveloped him in their irksome embrace.
In fact, they so enveloped him that he didn’t notice the snowball
careening towards his head that evening until it was too late. It hit the
side of his head with a splat, the wet and cold seeping right through
his hat and into his ear. Jenna was running down the path in front of
him, laughing hysterically. He reached down into a towering bank and
hurled a clump of snow at her, taking no time to ball it up, but she was
out of range, already at their doorstep with her key in hand.
“What do you think I should do?” he asked her as they sat at the
dining room table, sipping from mugs of steaming hot chocolate, their
coats and scarves and hats draped over the other chairs.
“I’ve told you,” she said, picking at the dried paint that covered his
hands and forearms, piling up the flakes on the table in a neat stack.
“You should dump her so that you and I can finally, you know, get it
over with.”
Michael winced as she plucked a huge chunk from his wrist, a
clump of hair coming along with it.
“Sorry,” she said, frowning for a moment before going back to
work.
“What about your boyfriend?” he asked her.
She sighed, rubbing the edge of her thumbnail along a particularly
stubborn piece of paint.
Michael ran his free hand along the top of his head, trying to
smooth out the hair he could feel sprouting outward in a dozen
different directions. He chuckled. “I love how you put it—we need to
‘get it over with.’”
She kicked him lightly underneath the table. “I’m not the only one
who thinks so.”
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He grabbed hold of her foot before she could steal it back. When
he began to knead at her naked arch with his thumb, she let go of the
hand she’d been holding and leaned back in her chair, unclenching.
She moaned, “Mmm. That is sooooo nice…”
Michael shook his head and groaned, “Damn.”
“You think too much,” she said, flexing her foot in his hand as he
stopped rubbing.
“You know what,” he said. “I do. I do think too much. But never
about the important things. At least not until lately. Now I can’t stop
thinking about all the stupid stuff she’s put me through.”
“Like her going and cheating on you,” said Jenna, pulling her foot
back from him, now that he wasn’t doing anything with it.
“Like her going and cheating on me,” said Michael, nodding.
Jenna leaned over the table and smiled at him. “Listen, could you
maybe drop her for tonight?” And then, pausing for a moment, she
added, “Or maybe for the rest of your life?”
He picked up his hot chocolate and sipped from it, a little bit
bothered by the fact that his sipping had begun to sound like his father
slurping.
“She was high school and now it’s college. I went through the
same thing.” She held her mug up to her lips and tilted her head back,
then set it down on the table, a frown on her face. She’d begun to rub
a foot up under the cuff of his jeans, along his calf. “We’ve wasted
too much of our time here,” she said, picking up her mug again and
tipping it upside down. “Everyone in this house came to college with a
significant other, but they all came to their senses a long time ago. Now
it’s time for us to see the lights.”
“You mean, ‘the light,’ singular, right?”
“Whatever,” she said, reaching across the table for his mug, then
sipping from it.
Michael laughed. “I just can’t believe that a girl like you, a girl so
talented, so beauti—”
“Oh, stop it,” she said, handing him back his mug, her foot
disappearing from his leg. “You’re taking me out of the mood.”
“You’re the only girl I know who gets turned off by compliments
about her appearance.”
“It’s not that,” she said. “It’s that I get annoyed when you don’t
give yourself enough credit. You do it with me. You do it with your
art.” She paused, seeming to consider whether she should really
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say what she wanted to say next, and then said, “You do it with
everything.”
“Point taken,” he said. “And I guess... baseball teams do carry a
personal masseuse, so, even though I wouldn’t be on a team in your
league, so to speak, I could conceivably become an employee of the
league.”
She chuckled at him. “You need to learn when to shut up.”
“It’s genetic.”
Jenna stood and gathered up her things. “I’m going upstairs,” she
said. “Kate is gone for the night. So…” She paused and smiled. “Good
night.”
“G’night,” he said, waving a little wave.
Michael watched her ascend the stairs until she’d rounded the
corner to her room, then looked down the flight of stairs that led to
his own bedroom. He tapped at his wallet again, and then pulled
it out. He leafed through the photos he kept inside, past Matt, past
Ashley, past Vern and the baby, past the miniature copy of the poem
‘Footprints’ that his mother had bought for him after Grampy’s
funeral. The last picture was of Michael and Robin, from senior year,
up on stage at the talent show, singing into the same microphone. He
remembered how perfect they’d sounded, how in tune they’d been as
they sang, in harmony, “You can go your own way.” He ran his fingers
along the edges of her face, then closed his wallet and put it away.
Jenna took her time in answering his knock, opening the door
slowly. She was wearing a longish t-shirt that fell down to her hips.
“Are you sure?” she asked him. “Because I don’t want to force you.”
“I’m sure,” he said.
She opened the door wider, took him by the hand, and pulled him
in.
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“Brother Thomas” by Bryan Ballinger
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Coffee Eyes, You’ve Got Me Coughing Up
My Cookie Heart
Julia Pike
I sputter and stutter,
choking on the doughy glob lodged in my throat.
Cupping my hands to catch the crumbs
I taste the semi sweet sickness
of chocolate chips and stomach acid
as chunks of my dignity fall,
rolling across the linoleum,
seeking out a final resting place
in the belly of a dust bunny buried beneath the refrigerator.
Eyes twitching, throat dry,
hands shaking and heart racing,
I gag.
Regurgitated time and time again,
It creeps up my esophagus once more.
I drown in the churning sugary bile,
asphyxiated by my fixation.
Smooth and dark
with hints of caramel;
I soak myself in your coffee eyes
until my cookie heart begins to crumble.
Soggy, dripping,
I break apart.
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Bound
Katie Zeitz
Where did you go?
He wonders,
And he wishes
He could follow you there.
But he can't even follow you
Across the room.
You're bound in your body
And he's bound in his chair.
He tries to make it up to you,
As he kisses your blank face.
All the years of anguish
He entrusted to you,
You won’t say it now,
But those memories
Weren’t the ones to be erased.
Yet you've always loved him,
Despite what he might say.
And though his seventies are a little late,
You're glad he's finally learning
To act his age.
Where did you go?
He wonders,
And he wishes
He could follow you there.
But he can't even follow you
Across the room.
You're bound in your body
And he's bound in his chair.
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Untitled
Corey Cook
you knew she was getting close when she refused
popsicles remained in bed started repeating herself
did you get your car fixed? oh, good how s school?
glad to hear it did you get your car fixed when
the thin blanket became a burden words eluded her
and eyelids lowered breaths grew more and more
shallow when she began to moan did not respond
to your soothing voice your callused fingertips on her
bald head when family members arrived at the house
with solemn faces conversations ceased everyone
settled in chairs and on the couch and waited
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The Undiscovered Note
Catey Bayse
“Nicholas Hughes had a passion for wildlife, particularly fi h… he became
an assistant professor at the School of Fisheries and Ocean Sciences, carrying
out research in Alaska and New Zealand.”—Anahad O’Connor New York
Times March 24, 2009
“It is with profound sorrow that I must announce the death of my brother,
Nicholas Hughes, who died by his own hand [hanging] on Monday 16th 2009
at his home in Alaska,”—Frieda Hughes London Times March 23, 2009
I can’t write, not like her. Words pervert
Experience—exclaim, explain, excuse. And truth,
As I see it, lies with silverfish in ocean beds.
Truth, as I see it, is dead, dead, dead.
Fuzzy, fragile from the start, freedom painted in
Poetry-by-numbers: my inherent art.
Hand washed, whittled milky gray, a glass bowl sits
In the kitchen sink, scratched and wet and full. The depths
Of soapy water—stagnant, hunched,
Imposed rude folds. For no fish could survive
Submerged in such sterile straights, and after all
I’m the expert on how to breathe like a submarine.
An eggshell weathered moment,
Years of yesterdays, the time it takes to break
Cold crystal, slipping through clumsy fingers,
Crack—zigzag, lightening, shatter.
No, no blood in those old bones—just red hues
Rising Lazarus-like out of hopeless propain.
Time evaporates in tragedy—and those pieces,
So sharp, so splintered, so broken (as if there are degrees
Of brokenness,) were once a marriage. A wedding
Gift my dad used to keep in a cabinet
To be dusted off and pranced around
At parties. What were we celebrating?
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Birthdays without lettered rhythm or metered
Heartbeat—she left us, fractured
Versions of defeat. And the sinister shards,
Sleeping on a hardwood floor, still glisten with
Transparency but they
Lost the shape, the use.
I’ve suckled the shadowy abyss of
Plath’s name, a pseudo life of posthumous fame,
Phony as happiness, this masquerade.
And yet, my laments—Mommy—never hung
On a million barbarous tongues,
Never hung quite like hers.
From cobweb rafters, wrought iron pipes,
Ceiling fans, cries creep out to me: do it.
Try to tether memory to mind, soul to form. She wrote
Me with too many iambs, or without enough
Feet to stand on my own. Lacking understanding
Of houses and divisions, I secede.
And what is union?
Civil eyes? Modern lies?
A nonsensical malignant mistake;
A beautiful idea caught and mangled
In the oven, coffee filter, bathtub
Drain, rain gutter of real life.
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Just Yesterday
Anita Handy
Today, it is Monday. It is the beginning of another school year
at Tartt’s Day Care Center & Private Kindergarten, Incorporated, a
business my grandmother owned and operated from 1946-1994. I plow
my way up the hill, taking in the starch white and mint green hues of
my second home. The place where I first learned my A, B, C’s, 1, 2, 3’s,
sang songs, and learned nursery rhymes. Now I am on the other end
of the pointer. My cohort Kim throws the door open before I can make
it to the short stack of stairs that lead to the porch. Her tall thin frame
casts a long shadow down the stairs. Sharp hazel-brown eyes peer
through me over oval wire-rimmed glasses.
“Hurry up, Handy-Head,” she says. “You’re late as usual. It’s circle
time and I can’t remember that sunny day song you taught us.”
“No, I’m on time for once; its just 8:30. Besides I know the boss
personally, I can get away with being a little late.”
We both laugh, because we know if I don’t hurry up and get in
there, I might as well face a firing squad.
We’re fresh off summer break, greeting the children and telling
them how much we missed them. My grandmother, her skin the color
of light brown sugar, sober coffee-colored eyes, high cheek bones and
stern full lips, sits perched on the high-backed wooden throne that
no one else dares sit in. She hugs each child and has a special word of
comfort for the new children who are crying, allowing them to lay their
heads on her soft bosom. She is more quiet than usual.
Today, it is Tuesday. I look back at my grandmother as we march
twenty-two children down the hill in two straight lines hand in hand,
Kim in the front and me bringing up the rear. She is sitting in the
kitchen window watching us take the children to the playground like
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we do everyday at 10:30 a.m. She sends my grandfather down the
street to tell us to pay closer attention to the new little girl, who looks
so cute in her pink and green polkadot jumper with little white bows
in her hair, so she won’t fall and hurt herself. Usually, she would come
out on the front porch and yell at us. She is more quiet than usual.
Today, it is Wednesday. She doesn’t come downstairs after nap
time to make sure the children are properly cleaned up, with their
hair brushed, faces washed and shining brightly with a thick layer
of Vaseline. She just calls down the back stairs. I stand in the back
hallway that smells like Lysol, where the broom, dustpan, mop and
shelves of cleaning supplies are stored, and look up at her as she asks
me to close up for her. It’s strange not having her down there to walk
us to the door, tell us goodnight and watch us to make sure we get in
our cars safely. She is quieter than usual.
Today, it is Thursday. She sits in the kitchen, the bright sun filtering
through the blinds and casting streaks on the high yellow counter top
that sits in the middle of the room. Forty year old pots and utensils
hang on the wall, shining as if they were just bought yesterday. She
watches my grandfather make the lunch, the smell of roast beef,
cabbage, and mashed potatoes with gravy drifting down the long
hallway into each classroom, tickling our nostrils and our growling
stomachs. Distracting us from the lesson of the day and making us
hunger for the clanging of the lunch bell. She isn’t barking instructions
to him like she usually does, she is quieter than usual.
Today, it is Friday; she keeps going over the book keeping, the
record keeping, the payroll and day to day operations. She just keeps
going over it again and again.
I say, “Okay, Grandma, I got it!”
Instead of scolding me, she just says, “Okay,” quieter than she
normally would.
Today, it is Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, and Friday.
Each day she says to me and Kim, “If something happens to me, I
don’t want to be on life support.”
Today, it is Friday evening and time to go home after what seems
like an unusually long first week back to work. People are coming out
of the wood work. Parents from years ago are coming by to say hi, and
show us how much their children have grown. We are overjoyed that
they still remember us after all these years. The parents and children
keep telling my grandmother how much they love her and how they
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will never forget her. We all sit around reminiscing.
One lady said, “Are you alright, Ms. Tartt? You’re being so quiet,”
She just smiled and quietly said, “I’m just fine”.
As we walk down the hill at the end of the day, I look back again as
I had done earlier in the week. She is standing in the door like she used
to, watching us get into our cars.
As I turn to my car, I think: she hasn’t done this all week. I should
go back, and thank her for everything, the fried chicken, ribs, collard
greens, yams, apple pie, and full-time employment.
Instead, I hurry to my car, confident it can wait until Monday.
I wish it was just yesterday.
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The Last Weaver
Reid Thibeault
The trenches at twilight, were less than combating for
Plush wrists not meant for that depth of loam.
Burning the sweat blended oil, it smelled sweet where you were.
Always sturdy knees in a less baron field.
Dig the small holes.
The ones that will age themselves into the cycle.
When they grow, because they will grow;
You send them away to spin.
Meeting the man to make the denim.
He’s hurried but you find him—in an adolescent blue.
One that never found navy.
He sees you, too.
Returning again and again—to spoil your crops,
Taking and threading all their warmth.
You grow him,
Until he stays as long as you need.
Until you’re old you will remember this man
the one who stole from you
Cases from fabric.
Fabric from attic looms.
Until you’re an old woman, homely sitting.
Talking about days of labor.
Respected work.
Love mining.
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I Hope You, Figaro Mozart
John Belmont
Bitter autumn leaves glide like Titania’s tears from their natural
loft pipes to the dead grassy-bedded floor below. Brisk air marks
the passage of something loved. Childhood friend, gone now to the
symbolic scratching post in the sky.
His dissipation was brought in earnest. Quick remarks and apologetic
say so’s; my sister of compassion sits in unpronounceable grief, silence
dictated by planned breathing. Holding the tears until the moment of
transcend passing arrives.
My mind wonders, back, back to the past of my existence. Back
the long hours alone with my feline friend. Comrade on visionary
adventures of cinematic grandeur, through the vistas of time.
Soundscapes of Elton and the fab four rounded by basement echoes
and backyard rituals.
In youth he was a companion, a noble gentlemen who almost
knowingly guided me through the somber streaks of childhood.
Warming my heart when the leaky taps of my eyes poured. A strong
cat for an emotionally weak child. Religious convictions; strict words
slaughtered my soul. I don’t think it will ever heal. But there he sat,
teaching me how to grow, for better or worse.
Through adolescence he stayed. The only constant in tormenting
primeval plains of outcasted pain. The tears stopped, dry as Grecian
stone. Middle and then High, descending structures of social upset.
Friends went and enemies stayed, time lingered. Family discourse, torn
by the sign o’ the times, political opinion was made to kill something.
Every day was spent waiting for the fall.
I left for a month; I guess he decided it was time to leave also. My eyes
couldn’t watch, I decided to fail him by flying away. Tears fell in the
mortuary garage, between my father’s rubber laced steel, his prideand-joys. Lustrous water for my past, perennial tides for the panther
of kindness, my cat and friend, tears for who would walk me down to
church. I won’t make sixty anyway.
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Goodbye old friend. We named you after an opera and you were as
regal and marvelous as such. I hope you’re happy, playing in lavish
gardens mocked as bold jungles, always under cohabited suns. I hope
I loved you well. I hope you had all you wanted and more. I hope you,
Figaro Mozart; I hope you had the world.
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Virgin Queen
Patrick Phelan
I was a rose born red, third in line
Behind the heir and queen of blood.
Cut down, shut away, stripped of title and right
After the pruning of my mother, now long out of sight
I was the last in line and the last of my kind.
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Cajai Fellows Johnson
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The Apocalypse Cell
R. I. Tuesday
It was my first trip into town with my kid brother. We stayed at
The Little Inn at the End of the World. Tommy and I woke up at some
ungodly hour to an incessant banging coming from the distance. It
was loud and echoed for miles. That steady 1.2.3.4., a pause and then,
1.2.3.4.
I groaned and rolled over in bed. Tommy was awake and staring
me down, wide eyed and smiling. He said, “good morning” and I
asked if it truly was. I wanted to go back to sleep.
There was a long day ahead of us. It’s a day’s journey from the
town back to the cabin.
1.2.3.4.
“Are you awake?”
I opened a single annoyed eye at him. I said, “no” in hopes he
would take the hint.
“You sound awake.” I said that I talk in my sleep and Tommy
scoffed out a laugh.
“Oh, okay. Since when?” We shared a bedroom as kids. He wasn’t
going to let me have this one.
“Since yesterday.” I rolled over and pressed the pillow against my
head. That banging. That banging still got through. What in the name
of—what was the point? I sighed.
“Hey.” No response. “Hey.” Still nothing. “Jack.” I tried to focus
on my breathing and drift off again. Trying on the prayer that I could
tune out that 1.2.3.4. 1.2.3.4. I could do that with, but not Tommy. “Hey.
Jack.” Inhale. Exhale. “Jack.”
“What?” Both of my eyes shot open. “What, Tommy?” 1.2.3.4. I
didn’t turn to look at him. He asked me if I hear that. Inhale. Exhale.
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I daydreamed for sleep. Suspended in morning haze and rude
awakenings.
“Jack.”
“WHAT?”
“Do you hear that?” 1.2.3.4.
“Of course I do.” I was awake. Full force. Nothing but a strong
psychoactive would put me under now. The day had begun.
“What do you think it is?” I sat up in bed and rested my aching
back against the headboard. My eyes darted around the room looking
for my tobacco. Nowhere to be found. “Jack?”
I got out of bed. I could feel Tommy looking at me as I opened
every drawer in our room. Waiting. Just waiting for some attention. I
found my box of snuff. It would do for the time being. “Jack?”
“Jesus Christ, what Tommy?” I took a snort. He averted his
optimistic eyes from my glare. I almost felt bad watching him study
the fabric pattern on his blanket. 1.2.3.4. I stretched the knots that had
replaced my muscle structure.
“What’s that sound?”
“I don’t know, Tommy. Probably just some jackass raising a barn
at—what time is it?
I cracked every violent joint in my spine and neck.
Tommy picked up Dad’s watch from the bedside table. He said it
was barely even morning. “That’s not a number.” He said it was five
a.m. 1.2.3.4. I stumbled around trying to find something to smoke.
He spun the watch around on its tarnished chain. His eyes took
him back in time, fixated on that dirty old pocket watch.
Bang. 2.3.4.
I knocked into a chair.
“What are you looking for?” He didn’t take his eyes off that watch.
I said that my tobacco was not where I remember leaving it. “Where
did you leave it?” I opened my mouth to speak but drew a void.
Confused, “I don’t—” maybe it was in my coat pocket “—
know.” It was. I sat down and rolled a cigarette. I let out a groan that
transformed into a rough hack. A bit of black mucus flew into my
palm.
“What’s wrong?” Where could I begin? That banging? My aching
body? My annoying brother? The recent death of my father?
I settled with, “everything” and lit my cigarette.
There was a silence. Nothing but the 1.2.3.4. 1.2.3.4. and the crisp
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burn of new tobacco. Tommy broke the wordlessness: “Sounds like
that story Dad used t—”
“—Don’t start.” Tommy had this problem where he believed
everything that came out of our father’s mouth. And our late father
was a crackpot. A whacked out old man who sheltered my brother
with the imaginary horrors at the end of the world.
He looked back down at the blanket, pulling at a loose thread.
“Well, it does.” We were bathed in wordlessness gain. Bang. Bang.
Bang. Bang. I took a drag. 1.2.3.4. Tommy asked if he could have one.
I tossed him my bag and said, “sure. Roll one up.” Tommy can’t
roll a cigarette. He tried. And failed. He looked to me helpless and
sprinkled with flakes of tobacco.
“Can you roll me one?”
“No. Learn.”
“Dad used to—”
“—Well, Dad’s dead. Grow up.”
Bang. Bang. Bang. Bang.
Tommy caressed the pocket watch. I felt bad but didn’t say I was
sorry. It’s not like I informed him of anything new. Dad was dead. He
knew it. I knew it. Even Dad knew it. I suggested we go down stairs.
“What for?” I needed a stiff drink. Maybe a tentacle-fruit cocktail.
A double.
“Breakfast. Get dressed.” Tommy face contorted. Mortified and
paralyzed he looked at me without blinking. “What?”
“You’re going to eat here?”
“Uh, yeah.” I put my trousers on. “Get dressed.”
“Dad said that you can’t eat the food in town.” Which he did; to
scare Tommy safe.
Dad used to say, “That shit is toxic, boy. Likely to kill ya dead
before ya can swalla it.’’
“He was just trying to scare you.”
“Nuh-uh.” I tossed him his clothing. “Dad always said never eat
nothing at the end of the world. Nothing you don’t catch, kill, and
cook yourself.” I fought off the urge to remind Tommy that Dad was a
dead liar. And a terrible man.
1.2.3.4. 1.2.3.4.
“It’s fine. Let’s go. You ready?” He got dressed and stood up.
“That banging still sounds like the story.”
1.2.3.4.
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We walked down the stairs into a devilish pandemonium. The whole
town was in the dining room. The sad, terrified lot of them were
squawking on an on about the banging: “The end of days is here.” A
dreaded upheaval over some annoying banging.
In the midst of the chaos there was a two-headed holy man. He—
they—sat there solemn as can be and contemplated the panic. There
was an open table next to their booth
Fortunately, there were two tables left. Tommy and I sat down
away from the holy men.
I was reminded that Tommy would not be eating anything here.
“Fine,” I said. What did I care whether or not the boy ate?
At the very least, the volume of the entire town drowned out the
banging. That 1.2.3.4. was gone. But for how long? I reveled in my
vacation from that infernal banging. Tommy seemed to be in paradise;
more than at home with this paranoid gaggle of quacks. I’m sure they
could swap campfire tales until the giant ants come home.
A waitress walked by and I flagged her down. In retrospect, I
should have warned Tommy about things like this in advance. “Good
god,” he said at the very sight of the girl. I kicked him under the
table.
We exchanged glances but communicated nothing.
Her name was Buckie and she was standing at our table quite off
balance. I’d known Buckie since I started going into town with my
father. She was one of those patchwork people. Her face was hers
and about twenty years old; that was about it. From the wavy line of
forehead stitches back, she had a head of eighty-year-old thin white
hair.
“The devil is upon us!”
Tommy did his best to keep it together. He drummed on the table.
1.2.3.4. The banging had infected his subconscious. 1.2.3.4.
“Hey there, Jack. How’s things?”
“Oh, you know. Bit of this. Bit of that. Say what’s that banging?”
I gestured to Tommy. “This is my little brother, Tommy.” Buckie
commented on his cute face. Tommy blushed and shivered at the same
time.
“What can I get for you boys today?”
“Absolutely nothing thanks.” I kicked Tommy again. “Ow. What
the fuck, Jack?” I said that I’d be eating and not to mind my little
brother.
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“Okay, I have to warn you though, we’re out of a lot. The morning
harvest wasn’t brought in—you know—with the banging. I mean it’s
all still fresh; it’s been on ice and everything.” I asked again if Buckie
knew what the banging was. She did not. “People are saying the world
is going to end again.” Crack pots.
I asked Buckie to let us know if she found out anything useful.
“Why sure. What can I get for you?”
“I’ll take a whiskey and tentacle-fruit juice there, Buckie.” Buckie
informed me that tentacle-fruits were out of season. “Then I’ll just have
a straight whiskey. No ice.”
Buckie asked if I was ready to order and I said I would be when
she came back with my drink. She turned around and hobbled away
on her dramatically different sized legs.
Tommy was giving me a look like I was the one made out of
different people. “What?”
“You’re going to eat here?”
“Yeah I am.” Tommy said something about how he’d be sure to
arrange a beautiful funeral. “You really believe that, don’t you? You
really think this food will kill you.”
“Dad said it would.”
“Dad also said that there was a temple out the middle of the forest
containing a room called ‘The Apocalypse Cell.’ And one day there
was banging coming from it so some folks up and opened the damned
place and what did they find inside?”
We hit another patch of fraternal silence again.
“All hope is lost!”
“Well?”
“One of every terrible thing in the world.”
“One of every terrible thing in the world. In one room, Tommy.
And it all came out at once and that’s how the world ended. Tell me
you know that’s just a bloody ghost story.”
He drummed on the table again. 1.2.3.4. Avoiding eye contact, he
stared at the salt he was afraid of. “Tommy?”
“Dad said that’s what happened.” There was no winning with this
boy. I snubbed out my cigarette just so I could roll a new one. Morally
torn, I didn’t know whether or not it would be insensitive to tarnish
the golden pedestal Tommy placed our father on.
Buckie dropped off my whiskey and held her notepad with her
adolescent right hand.
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“What can I get y’all?”
“Any giant beetle?”
“Sorry.”
“How about deer toad?” Buckie shook her head. “Buck slug?” No
dice. “Serpent eggs?” They just ran out. “Well how about serpent?” The
story never changes. “How about a bowl of ectoplasm and granola?”
“Sorry,” she said again.
“Okay. How about you tell me what you do have?”
“Well,” she held up a brown middle aged index finger to her
mouth. “I saw a whole mess of eyefish back there. And there’s dog.
And—something’s sundried liver—at least, I think it’s liver. I can go
check for y’all.”
I said the eyefish would be fine.
“Oh! There’s also glowberry pie. That was baked fresh this
morning.” Buckie looked at Tommy who was still starring at the salt.
“You look like you could use a piece of pie.” He said no. “It’s real
good.”
“No, I won’t be getting anything at all.”
“Nothing?”
“Absolutely nothing.” Buckie smiled, said our food would be right
out and hobbled away again.
I sipped my whiskey. “Tommy.” He kept looking at the salt.
“Tommy, look at me.”
He looked up. “What?”
“Dad wasn’t—Dad—sometimes people aren’t who they seem to
be. And sometimes those people are very close to us and that makes it
hard to see the truth. And—”
“—Not Dad.”
I sipped my whiskey again and shook my head back and forth.
I didn’t tell Tommy that not only did our father refuse, refuse, to
help me kill the monster under my bed, but put it there himself. On
purpose. With his own two hands. And that was supposed to “prepare
me for the real world.”
I couldn’t tell him, so we sat there. Wordless in the chaos around
us. I tried to pick things out of the air. Anything worthwhile, but no
hope. There were simply too many people talking all at once to make
out anything comprehensive.
But I could still hear the banging. I think. It may have been one
of those psychological phenomena. If I listened, and I mean really
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listened, I could still hear it. 1.2.3.4. Now, whether or not I heard it
because it was there or because I was trying to—that’s all still up in the
air.
1.
2.
3.
4.
Steady as the human heart.
After more wordlessness and anxious shifting, Buckie came back
with my food. A steaming pile of eyefish. I asked how many eyes it
had. Forty-five is a prize catch. Thirty-five is lucky. Buckie said there
were, “Thirty-two.” Almost lucky. Can’t win them all.
I dug in, peeling away the outer, inedible layer. Tommy made such
an authentic gagging noise, I looked up from my plate to see if he’d
vomited on the table. He hadn’t.
“That’s rancid.” In his defense, eyefish is one of the ugliest things
on the damn planet. It’s about half mouth, half fin and one-third
eye. But there’s viable meat in there somewhere. Which is delicious.
Certainly not toxic. But ugly—that I could not refute. “You’re going to
regret this.”
“Let me guess—”
“—Dad said he knew a guy who ate that stuff once and grew a
third arm. Out of his face. His face, Jack.” I maintain that, to this day,
that is the dumbest thing I have ever heard.
And so, I said, “Tommy. That is the dumbest thing I have ever
heard.” But Dad said, Dad said, so—
“We’ll see who’s dumb when you wake up with a face-arm
tomorrow morning.”
I rolled my eyes and said, “Tommy, I’ve eaten eyefish before.
Dozens of times. Are you really going to believe a dead man over me?
A liar of a dead man at that?”
He nodded.
I asked Tommy if he remembered that time a sunflower bit him.
“Yeah. Right in the ankle.” The goddamn thing gave him some brutal
infection. Whatever it was, it turned his skin green. It was terrible.
Only a three day crisis. But a sweaty, fevered three days if I ever saw
one. He wasn’t really that sick. And everything would have been fine
but, “Dad said I was turning into a sunflower. And that’s why my skin
was turning green.”
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“Tommy, look at me. Are you a sunflower?”
“No.”
“That’s right, you’re not a fucking sunflower, Tommy.”
“Not yet.” I rolled my eyes and kept my fish. I cut around the eyes
and the optic nerve to get to the edible part. Tommy reached for my
whiskey. I slapped his hand.
“I thought you weren’t—”
“—Alcohol is sterile.”
“Yeah, Dad sure wasn’t shy about that.” Always saying, ‘it’s the
end of the world, give an old man a break.’ Tommy started to drum
again. 1.2.3.4. 1.2.3.4. I asked him to stop but he didn’t. I wouldn’t ask
again.
“Judgment day!” “We must seek refuge.” Crazy, superstitious
whackos. “The good books were right!”
It was already the end of the world. What’s the worst that could
happen? Things could not be worse off than they already were; still,
people panicked. Maybe it’s just a natural state of existence.
I ate my meal to the litany of faces Tommy made to express his
disgust. When all the meat was eaten, I sliced the ugly bugger apart
and ripped out its heart. “That’s gross.”
“Yeah, but it’s full of protein.”
Tommy said something about my future face-arm and I asked
what Dad specifically said about the food. “Why can’t I eat eyefish?”
“You mean besides the face-arm?”
“Yeah. Besides the face-arm.”
“Have you even seen the lake those things are fished out of?”
“Yes.” I’ve swum in that lake. Hell, I’ve bathed in that lake.
“It’s poison. Your skin will melt right off your bones.
“Yeah? So why you afraid of pie then?”
“I ain’t eating nothing that grew out of soil drenched in monster
blood.” I bit, deep into the eyefish heart, eating it like a hand fruit. A
healthy volume of juice squirted out. Tommy shuttered and gagged for
real this time. I smiled at him and popped one of the loose eyes in my
mouth.
Buckie came by in a hurry. She had a big smile on her face and we
could see her mouth full of recycled teeth. Some stained with coffee
and nicotine. Others, pristine and white as the day they surfaced from
the gums. And one, one, big, nasty, cavity infested, decaying molar. I
smiled back and Tommy stared at the salt.
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“Those gentlemen, over there, in the green robes. They’ve been
doing an awful lot of chatter back and forth about that there banging.”
I raised my brow and finished chewing my eyefish.
“What is it?” I sipped my whiskey dry.
“Well, they wouldn’t say much—you know how they holy men
are, all secretive and the like—but they said something about a church
out there, in the forest. And well they wanna go check it out but, they
don’t got nobody to take them there. The whole town is scared up a
tree about this whole thing.”
I could not blink. And I reminded myself to breathe. In one
desperate gasp, I restored air to my lungs. Tommy’s head perked up
from the salt “What did you just say?”
“Yeah. What was that?”
“Them two holy men over there. I heard that them—”
“—No. The bit about the church.”
“They said that the banging is coming from a church out in the
middle of the woods.”
I thanked Buckie for her efficient work as a sleuth and looked at
Tommy. He had this big dumb grin on his face.
“You wipe that face off your head,” I said to him.
“Sure. Whatever, Jack.” I told him to shut up and suggested we go
see the holy men. He agreed with a fearful sense of promptness. We
got up and waded through the chaos and ignorant fear. I damn near
incapacitated an old woman pushing my way through.
“The end is nigh!” Luckily, she landed, ass down, in her chair.
Now, when Buckie said holy men, Tommy assumed we’d find two
people. No. Tommy and I sat down across from one man, in one robe
with two heads jutting out of the top. The left one was fat and the other
skinny.
“Good morning, padres.” The fat one was sweating profusely.
“Sweet Jesus!” Tommy said as he sat down. The holy men looked
perplexed. I introduced myself and extended my hand for proper
greetings. They did not take it. Instead, they brought their hands
together and bowed. I did the same back. Tommy stared at their faces.
The skinny face did all the talking. “What can we do for you, my
child?” The fat one wiped sweat from his forehead with their right
arm.
I told them what Buckie told us. They were in need of a guide
through the forest. “We’re willing to take the risk.”
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Though the holy men expressed their deepest gratitude for our aid.
They said, “we can’t pay you.” I said that would not be necessary and
that the journey alone would be payment enough.
I didn’t care about getting paid. Shutting up my brother was all I
wanted.
“There ought to be more charitable souls like you on this earth.” I
agreed with both the heart beating in my chest and the one digesting in
my stomach.
“You know, there really should be.” The fat one wiped away
sweat. “Just one thing.” I leaned on the table. I got my face real close to
theirs and split my eye contact between the both of them. They said I
should feel free to ask them anything. So, I felt free to say, “What’s that
banging?”
They went silent. I stared at them. The fat one wiped more sweat
from his greasy brow. They contorted their necks to look at each other.
Tommy drummed on the table. 1.2.3.4.
1.2.3.4.
They said, “The Apocalypse Cell.”
I obtained a bottle of whiskey and retrieved my machete for the
four-hour trek through the woods. The machete was primarily for the
tentacle trees. Those vicious bastards were bound to pick one of us off.
Though the holy men said the trees were dormant this time of year,
and were guaranteed not to be feeding, I took it anyway.
I sliced through a patch of irrelevant foliage. “YAH!” The machete
was also for personal amusement.
The banging only got louder as we got closer. There was no
mistake we were on the right path. 1.2.3.4. Such a loud destination
required no map to find it. We had primal echolocation on our side.
1.2.3.4.
I was sure that some wicked beast would jump out of the bushes.
Though the others, in their refusal to carry a weapon, seemed not to
mind being gobbled up and picked off by some animal’s slobbering
jowls. I had no intention of being a meal that day. Nor did I see myself
getting mugged those pesky thieving dwarves.
Trying to make small talk, I inquired how the holy men took to
the religious order. Mostly, I wanted to know how they both agreed
on such a demanding profession. “We were born into this,” they said.
They told me how their species is religious by nature. It’s in their DNA

59

or their soul or destiny or whathaveyou.
The fat one sweat more and more. Their right hand shook with the
left head’s anxiety. Tommy tried to comfort them and said the worst
had happened. “The door was opened once already.” And yet, there it
was, calling out to any fool that would travel hours by foot to catch the
main attraction.
We were just the guides. Those foolish priests were the one chasing
ghosts and goblins. Which, I was convinced, was a more likely culprit
than one of every terrible thing in the world. I was ready to believe
that a werewolf or something halfway plausible wandered its way in
there. And got stuck.
Nothing that came out of the holy books was hiding in that place.
Those books were full of lies and intoxicating doctrines. Rallying up
lost souls the way they have been since the dawn of time. A leather
bound, gold trimmed book of lies. Then again, here I was, a lost soul
hunting ghost stories.
At about that moment, I could feel the banging in my feet; that’s
when things began to change. That 1.2.3.4. 1.2.3.4. was pulsating in
every last inch of my travel-weary flesh. All I wanted to do was be in
the cabin, feeding some ravens to my carniverous sunflowers. Maybe
sipping a cold whiskey and enjoying a lovely sunset at the end of the
world.
But instead 1.2.3.4. 1.2.3.4.
It didn’t stop and it was only getting louder. 1.2.3.4. 1.2.3.4.
Tommy was jumping around from place to place. Hopping on
and off rocks. He planned out each step with a determined meticulous
nature. He wouldn’t move one foot until he knew exactly where
the next one was going to go. “Tommy,” I said. He kept hopping.
“Tommy.” He stopped and looked at me.
“What?”
“Don’t stay in one place for too long.” I gestured for him to start
moving again. And he did.
This one time, one of my first trips into the little town at the end of
the world, my father told me about the mouths in the ground. These
horrid creatures that were but a mouth and a stomach laying in the
dirt. A human mouth at that.
There you’d be, walking along minding your own business,
carrying home the giant beetle or the moose toad you’d just killed for
supper and—BAM. Right there in the middle of the ground you were
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walking on would be lips and teeth. Just waiting. Waiting there licking
its idle lips and salivating for the moment something ignorant enough
would walk into it.
And the planet would feed off the creatures that fed off it.
Lunch.
“Watch out for the mouths in the ground.”
“Huh?” He looked at me like I was a two-headed holy men.
“Don’t stand in one place for too long. I don’t want the ground to
gobble you up.”
We exchanged glances and communicated nothing.
“Just watch out for the mouths in the ground. Okay?”
He said, “sure. Whatever,” and kept on hopping
“I’m serious,” I said back to him. “Tommy. Tommy look at me.
You’re all I got.”
We exchanged glances and communicated everything.
I watched as he applied caution to every step he took. I smiled and
felt proud in a way that had never entered my perception before.
We proceeded on through the forest in that manner. And when we
got to the tentacle trees, I took out my machete. The holy men assured
me that we were in no danger. I kept my grip firm on the hilt. Nothing
would loosen my grasp.
But, lo and behold, we waded through the flaccid limbs. Weaving
in and out of their slimy branches. All appeared to be in dormant
order. When I found a tree that had a fresh brown ooze coming from
it, I stopped. I dug the tip of my machete just into the surface of the
tentacle. The sap flowed out.
I took a glob off my finger and tucked it into my gums. I gestured
for Tommy to do the same. He looked at me funny. I looked at him the
way I did a moment ago. “Go ahead.” I took an appropriate glump
onto my finger for him. “Look, I caught it and cooked it myself.”
Tommy moved his mouth closer. When he was inches away, I
stopped his face and grabbed him by the cheeks. Exposing his gums
and alarmed snarl in a terrible, awkward fashion. I applied the sap to
his gum.
I gave Tommy control of his face back. When he came to terms
with what had happened he tongued the sap around his gums. He
started to smile and I could tell it was starting to take effect.
The holy men looked at us with two judgmental faces.
“It tingles.”
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“Does it taste sweet yet?” He nodded his head with a big smile.
1.2.3.4. 1.2.3.4.
When we got to the clearing, the banging was impossible to ignore.
“THIS MUST BE IT.” I said to Tommy.
“WHAT?”
“I SAID, ‘THIS MUST BE IT’.”
“WHAT?”
“OH NEVERMIND.” The holy men looked stricken with terror.
Something had them by their sacred testicles and was grabbing on
tight. I felt it too, in the way the banging shook the core of my chest. A
force more prominent than my own heartbeat.
Tommy looked afraid and he damn well should have.
1.2.3.4.
The temple that Dad and the good books talked about, it was
more like a chapel. A Sunday school room at the very least. I expected
stained glass and gargoyles and the whole sha-bang. But there was a
chapel in front of us, the 1.2.3.4. rocking the thing off its foundation.
It did have double doors. That was up to my temple standards. But
even those were shaking. I was shocked they were still on their giant
cast iron hinges.
Perhaps one of those extinct beasts called a ‘moose’ had wandered
in there. The last of the prehistoric moose. That would be quite a find.
Everything felt more concrete than it had since I was a child.
1.2.3.4.
The holy men began their prayer. They recited an incantation in
a language I didn’t understand. Both of their hands pressed against
each other at the exact center of their being. 1.2.3.4. The fat one was
drenched in sweat worse than ever. When they were ready they let out
a holy “OM.”
They gestured for Tommy to stand back.
1.2.3.4.
They approached the chapel. They got closer and closer and the
banging got louder and louder. 1.2.3.4. shaking me from the feet up.
1.2.3.4. The fat one wiped sweat from his brow one final time before
they ascended the holy stoop before them. They walked up each step
in the dreaded rhythm of the banging.
1.
2.
3.
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4.
The whole way up. And when they were at the top, they took one
more deep breath, grabbed the handles of the double doors, pushed
them open and dropped dead. The banging stopped.
Just beyond the corpse of the holy men, in the center of the chapel,
was a single room. A 4x4 box that did not even reach the ceiling. There
was a door staring at us.
Tommy insisted that we go open it and started to walk.
I stuck out my arm and stopped him. “No,” I said. “No. We
shouldn’t.” I took an unhealthy gulp of whiskey. “I mean we really
shouldn’t.” I held out the bottle and Tommy took it. He swallowed a
mouthful back without coughing it back up. He corked the bottle and
looked at me with an eyebrow raised. “You know. Dad said.”
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Sleep Cycles
Tyler Burdwood
Something lurches itself out of place:
the tripod shifts and a comet splits
our telescope’s view; now we are in space.
I belong to a desk and my hands spread out paste.
A classmate stands. Dress caught on its hips—
Something lurches itself out of place.
Warp speed simulates
itself, one of several first-grade tricks.
Look up into falling snow: we are in space.
After a shower I find myself defaced.
In my steam there’s a bat or, perhaps, insects.
Something lurches, itself out of place.
As I fall asleep I am, again, a ways
from tall grass, but told to check myself for ticks.
The wall of trees falls flat: now we are in space.
A good dream passes that I try to trace;
No realness left, the story’s stripped:
Something lurches itself out of place.
I sigh my eyes closed—now we are in space.
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“The Princess and the P” by Bryan Ballinger
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The Pope’s Motorcycle
Joe Kimpel
There it was outside the bowling alley when I pulled up, glistening
in the arid heat of a stretch of Mexican desert just north of Mazatlán.
It didnt look like any other bike I’d ever seen, although I didn’t know
at first to whom it belonged. First off, it was about eight feet tall,
coated entirely with opulent pearls which reflected the reddish heat
of a sun just flirting with the cactus-speckled horizon. It had eight
wheels, bunched all together, four rows of two, each with treads like a
hippopotamus’ teeth. The seat seemed to be crafted of mother of pearl,
and the rear mud flaps came together to form a pair of angel wings
surrounding a gold-inlaid crucifix. I circled it a few times, smoking a
cigarette in the dusty gravel that made up the bowling alley’s parking
lot.
Entering the ramshackle little building, I noticed all eyes pointing
to a lane in the center of the alley. There, in flowing robes of a white so
pristine they made the dingy room look all the more run down, bowled
the Pope. I stood transfixed as he bowled first one, then another, and
then a third perfect strike in rapid succession, the clattering crash of
the pins the only sound other than a staticky vibrato of banda music
playing over the PA. I stood, as all others in the room, transfixed by his
unusual presence.
After the third strike, he casually made his way over to the scoring
table to the rear of his lane. I mumbled “tamaño once” to the slackjawed teenage clerk behind the counter as the Pope removed his
conical hat and pulled from it’s recesses first a flask and then a cigar,
off of which he promptly bit the end. Then he lit it with a flame from
a source I could not determine. Scanning the room, he nodded, and
I could detect his slightly puckered lips moving subtly as though he
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were talking to himself, but his wrinkly cheeks were framing a wry
grin which made him seem at peace with his surroundings. He caught
my eye for an instant and I could feel my cheeks flush, but I couldn’t
pry away my gaze.
Grinning broadly, he gave me this subtle little wink like the whole
thing was some inside joke between just him and me. He raised
his flask, toasting me, and took a deep slug, to which I nodded, not
knowing how else to respond.
While I made my way to a lane, I saw a small crowd begin to
approach him, and voices, softly at first, but then louder with an
angry edge, speaking in Spanish too fast for me to understand. The
Pope, tilting his head a few degrees to the right and tousling his hair
thoughtfully, kept an air of distance from the crowd despite there being
one smallish man with spiky hair who was maybe eight inches from
his face and cursing a blue streak, no doubt launching at least some
small amount of saliva onto the noble Pope’s wise old face.
Before I knew how or why, this small man with spiky hair had a
revolver out, and was holding it with both hands straight at the Pope’s
mouth, shouting “Digame! Digame!” The Pope closed his eyes, and I
could hear a low hum emitting from his throat as he brought his hands
together as if in prayer. The spiky haired man stepped back as I saw,
to my great disbelief, the dull metal barrel of his firearm slowly bend
around on itself—as though it were no more firm than a kielbasa—and
tie into a tight knot. The man stammered and threw it to the ground,
whereupon it transformed into a snow white dove. The dove fluttered
up until I lost sight of it in the rafters of the ceiling.
The collective silence of the surrounding crowd suddenly shattered
and everyone was crying out and running for the exit, but I stood
frozen, staring, as the Pope took one last puff off of his cigar and then
vanished as if he had never been there. I heard a roar from outside,
and, running out a side door, caught just a glimpse of that unusual
motorcycle cutting down the highway into the now setting sun.
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Burning Pine
Patrick Phelan
Lay me down Six feet and under the cherry tree
Tuck me in in layers of pine, dirt, sand and ocean
The Great Perhaps, in all its starry eyed ethereal bliss, will be far better
than this.
If the ground would let me fall into it
As easily as I did with you, my dear and darling open grave.
Then perhaps I could find some peace in a lasting embrace.
We’re Three steps from romantic, but neither of us will change.
You make it so hard to keep these thoughts of picket fences and 2.5
kids at bay.
Bury me under them. Suffocate me in my sleep. Dig my grave with this
burning I keep in my chest. Anything to stop it from growing.
I pine and burn and so I want to perish.
I’ll build a pyre out of your arms and your eyes and your sideways
smiles.
Tell me you need me and spark the flame, set it on its trail of rum and
gun powder.
It’ll be a lovely way to burn.
To feel my skin crack and peel hissing as I admit
I love you purely.
And Chastely.
And above all Tragically and truly.
Like a poison in my veins the fires will run through my being.
Hitting my nerves, sending jolts of pain and warmth straight past my
brain and into my eyes
So that all I see is you in a rose colored tinge.
Because it always was, is and will be you.
I pray you Collect and spread my ashes across the sea
Lay my charred bones to rest and write on my grave
“Here lies a body, the heart burns on”
And I’ll die as I lived, the fool of a burning pine.
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When Couches Were Mountains
Katie Zeitz
There are a million ideas wrestling in my brain.
And no one's to say who is right,
And who should rephrase again.
So, I wish it was like when couches were mountains
And the rain sprang from magic quilted skies.
I wish it was like
When dreary days
Just brought me out to play;
And I didn’t care
No one wanted to hear
What I knew I had to say.
I wish it was when anything seemed possible.
Way back then, I took lullabies as gospel.
Along with any words someone seemingly assured
Had slowly, sweetly, spoken.
Oh, back then I’d pretend
Just to get you to mend
What wasn’t even broken.
So, I wish it was like when pillow forts
Were easily turned into castles.
And I never questioned the truth
Because I simply knew
For me, every blanket
Would be bulletproof.
Still, I wish I had held on a bit tighter
When my arms were stronger,
And my baggage was lighter.
I wish I hadn't been so eager
To give away what I never got back.
Because now I wish it was like when I was so proud
I had no idea what I lacked.
I wish it was like when couches were mountains
And I knew I’d be safe,
Just as long as I stayed
Far above the ground.
And I had no concerns
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For I hadn’t yet learned
What it meant
To be let down.

Eleanor Bennett
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Solo
Scott Anderson
Red cups outline bones and counters
littered with car keys and half
-spilt drinks;
Puzzle pieces of conversation shoveled
with laughter
connect
to the drags of a cigarette.
The porch
lit with dull capsules of electricity, illuminate:
the season’s first
snowfall.
Beds and couches
are for my guests and their spouses.
The bathroom porcelain
for the friend who had six too many.
Despite all the commotion
And fragments of slurred speech from friends gone
into the Twilight Zone
You looked at me.
And asked if I would accompany you
in late fall slumber.
Floorboards:
for my new friend and myself.
You curled around me,
Breathing air into my cancer-ridden lungs.
No pillow
Or blanket.
My chest and Guns
and Roses t-shirt would have to do.

71

We fell asleep with the dirt
and wood. I smiled at you
as my eyes closed.

“Grim Reaping” by Bryan Ballinger
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“Speak to Another” by Eleanor Bennett
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First Time Businessman
Viktor Herrmann
Martin’s foot dribbled against the sidewalk as he waited for the
bus in the brisk, empty night. When it finally arrived, he stepped
on, threw some quarters into the ticket machine and sat down in
the farthest seat back. The only other person on the bus was a lanky
homeless man with boozed-up eyes, who sat in his seat and mumbled
through joyful tunes, one after another, and kept beat with his hands
and knees. Whenever the bus would stop, so would he, not wanting
his performance to be heard for free by passersby, perhaps. Then when
the doors had closed, he’d start right back up again with a new melody.
Martin watched this process for eight stops before the homeless man
finally got off, slurring his thank you to the driver on his way out.
Without his improvised symphony, the bus fell uncomfortably quiet.
Martin’s knees dug into the plastic seat in front of him. He felt a cold
sliver slide down his throat. His hands shook like they were baby
rattles and clenching them did nothing to help. Suddenly he felt like
his rib cage was shutting tight around his lungs and he found himself
incapable of breath. He was still at least ten stops from where he
needed to be, but it didn’t matter. He needed to get off. He pressed the
request stop button and scrambled off the bus as soon as the driver had
pulled over.
Fresh air invaded his whole body and his ribs loosened their grip
on his lungs. This was air that was so much sweeter than when it was
shared by a mass of people. 2 a.m. air. Exactly what he needed. Martin
debated waiting for the next bus, but decided to walk instead; he had
plenty of time. The streets were deserted by everyone but the rats
and the stray cats chasing after them. Martin shoved his hands in his
pockets as deeply as they would possibly go and clenched the fabric
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of his jeans as he walked. Streets came, went, and blended into one
another until finally, Martin realized he was where he needed to be.
He reminded himself he wanted this.
The apartment building was twenty-eight stories high and made
out of dark, dirt-colored bricks. Each apartment had two windows but
not a single balcony, the essence of streamlined housing construction.
Martin walked up to the front door. He reached into his right pocket,
pulled out a plastic card and swiped it in the magnetic lock. A moment
later, he heard a buzzing sound like a chainsaw cutting barbed wire; he
grabbed the door and pulled it open. Then he took a last deep breath of
2 a.m. air and walked inside, letting the door shut itself behind him.
The lobby walls were colored a pale blue that reminded Martin of a
hospital. From somewhere, he could hear water steadily dripping onto
the floor tiles. The entire lobby smelled like a dead rodent rotting in a
dumpster on the hottest day of the year. He did his best to ignore the
stench and walked to the elevator at the end of the room. He pressed
the button and watched the numbered panel above blink as the
elevator made its descent. Of course, it started from the twenty-eighth
floor.
Martin didn’t realize his foot was tapping furiously on the ground
until he noticed the sound of his sneaker slapping against the porcelain
tile, he snapped a hand onto his leg to stop it.
The elevator was on floor fifteen.
He pressed the button a few more times, as if it would make it go
faster. He pushed harder each time, just to seal the deal.
Floor eight.
His teeth ground against each other and his foot started tapping
again. The smell was turning to nausea.
Floor three.
He stepped closer to the elevator doors, ready for the moment of
truth.
DING!
The sound was a momentary flash of euphoria. The doors opened
and Martin stepped inside. One of the elevator’s two ceiling lamps
had been shattered and, from the looks of the tiny bits of crushed glass
on the floor, no one had bothered to clean it up. Martin pressed the
button for floor fourteen and leaned back against the metal railing.
The elevator dipped slightly then started moving up, the sensation
churning Martin’s stomach, making him taste his breakfast again. He
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closed his eyes and waited.
DING!
The elevator doors opened sooner than Martin expected. He
looked up at the numbered panel above the doors to make sure he
was where he needed to be. A steady yellow light lit up the number
fourteen. Martin stepped slowly into the corridor. It was barely wide
enough to fit a single person and felt more like a long box than a
hallway. He walked down the old, sticky carpet past five doors until he
was where he needed to be.
Apartment 1412.
He reached inside his jacket pocket, pulled out his leather gloves,
and put them on. Then he reached inside his jean pocket and pulled
out a steel key. He slipped it into the door’s lock, then turned the knob.
Martin took a deep breath. The musty hallway air was nothing like the
purity of its 2 a.m. counterpart, but it would do. He didn’t let his knees
wobble as he opened the door, stepped inside, and closed it carefully
behind him.
The window blinds were open and the moonlight outside
illuminated the room in a dark blue light. Beside the door was a
small television set and across from it a felt couch with its stuffing
protruding from the corners. Martin slowly stepped towards it and
picked up a pillow off its cushions. He walked through the room, past
the television, past the cardboard-box-sized kitchen area and down a
hallway even narrower than the one outside. There were two doors to
his right, both slightly open.
He looked into the first room. Bathroom.
He looked into the second. Bedroom.
This is where he needed to be.
He opened the door like a surgeon making an incision. He left it
open so some the light from the living room could come inside the
dark bedroom. In the middle of the room was a small bed and, lying
on it, a man. Martin had never met this man before, but he knew it was
who he needed. The man’s chest rose and fell in perfect rhythm with
his snoring. Martin stepped forward. He reached inside his jacket and
pulled out a cold piece of metal. He took the pillow in his hand and
pressed it against the sleeping man’s face. The man woke up in a state
of squirming frenzy and thrashed on the bed for a moment, but only
for a moment before Martin pressed the gun’s silenced barrel against
the pillow and pulled the trigger.
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Martin let go of the pillow and it fell by the side of the bed. Some
blood had gotten on his jacket and he had the faint taste of iron on his
tongue. The man’s face stood frozen, eyes open and centered on him.
Martin stared at the man for several moments, then put the gun back in
his jacket and walked out of the room. He stepped into the bathroom
and used soap and hot water to wash the blood off himself. After he
finished, he walked out of the apartment, locked the door, took the
elevator down to the lobby. The smell no longer seemed to bother him.
He walked with a collected pace and left the building. His hands were
by his side, steady as he walked down two blocks to the nearest bus
stop.
He took the bus to the other side of town and walked until he
reached a beat-up building so small most people walked past it
without every noticing it was there. A sign hung above its door,
showcasing its function: “BAR.” Martin opened the door and stepped
inside. The place reeked of stale whiskey and cheap cigarettes.
Martin gave a nod to the bartender and walked to the back of the
building, where a plump balding man sat at a round wooden table.
The bald man worked on a crossword puzzle until he heard Martin
approaching, then put it face-down on the table. Martin pulled up a
chair and sat down.
“It’s done,” he said.
“Any problems?” asked the man.
“Nope.”
“Witnesses?”
“None.”
“Keys worked fine?”
“Yup.”
The man nodded, picked up the crossword puzzle and once again
devoted his full attention to it. Martin sat confused in his chair until
he heard the bartender whistle at him to come over. He obliged and
walked over to the bar. The bartender reached under his work station
and pulled out a thick yellow envelope. He slid it across the smooth
bar surface to Martin, who picked it up and put it inside his jacket.
Martin didn’t open it, but he didn’t need to, he could feel the thick
stack of bills inside. He nodded and headed towards the door. As he
stepped out he heard the bartender say:
“Welcome to the business, kid.”
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night breathing
Reid Thibeault
there's a hope mended
to your silence
we set the hounds on
the bigotry
holding and keeping
sleepless children
that await the result of the hunt
your hands are cold here
against the stove
molding their ears
to the wooden floorboards
and mounting cheeks with
wet rouge that seeps
slowly expelling their
final swim
a weightless effort to breath
with stone lungs
the volume sets itself on the wall
as if an aggressively poised picture
dim the lights and bury your voice
let them lay to a needed rest
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Tom O’Bedlam in the Garden of Eden
Anne Elezabeth Pluto
I get pulled back so easily
your voice, your eyes, your need
and I reappear, open and happy
to the next day that suffers me to stifle
the sorrow—the beautiful early
autumn weather—perfect
I am in it alone—the silent
house where you never see me—don’t ask
I won’t tell but open myself
to your body frightened and charmed to an Eden you
were taught, but don’t believe last night we
watched the Tigris and Euphrates flow, vulnerable
I will myself not to deception but mercy to forgiveness
and your love which unsettles me like the weather
a tempest fit for Tom o Bedlam himself—naked and
disguised—leading the blind and the crowned
into the light.
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Untitled
Shawdeen Vatan
I need
to drink myself off the map.
I am so sick
of being a port,
of these merchants
with their cargo.
I try to mend these sinking ships
choking on splinters
without realizing just how long
they’ve been taking on water.
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Small Suitcase
Andrew Capone
On a Thursday morning in October, Edward Thurman packed a
small suitcase. He closed the suitcase and left without saying goodbye
to his daughters. His wife didn’t ask where he was going.
Edward had a single happy memory. He remembered it being
sometime during the second year of his marriage, before he was a
father. But that was seven years ago. Edward’s daughters would
tell him they liked their Mom better than him. His oldest daughter,
Catherine, called him an asshole. She learned the word from her
Mother. Edward’s wife Jackie was really something. They met when
they were 16. Even then, Jackie’s friends told her he was good for
nothing.
Edward stayed quiet. He preferred to picture himself alone on a
farm in Wisconsin. He imagined how nice it would be to milk cows
early in the morning. Cows, he thought, unlike his wife, would not
tell him to “go to hell.” Jackie insulted the smell of his clothes and
the look on his face. Once, when Edward was playing solitaire, Jackie
yelled, “You’re a son of a bitch. Are you even listening to me? A son
of a bitch.” He never looked away from the computer screen. She said
“Sometimes I think we’d be better off if you were dead.” His daughters
were laughing in the doorway. Edward had never lost a game of
solitaire.
Edward drove west. He thought about farming and what went
wrong with his family. He could recall yelling at his daughters and an
argument he had with his wife about what color to paint the kitchen.
He thought about how he never allowed his girls to get a puppy and
the disgust on their faces. He knew none of that mattered.
Edward thought back to his happy memory. He remembered
sitting on the floor of his new house. He was with Jackie and the house
was empty. Edward stared at his wife’s stomach. He told her “We
finally have everything.”
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“Toolkit” by Alex Friedlander
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The Nest
Brendan Flaherty
They did not come in droves as he was told they would. Well, they
didn’t at first. He was sure they would come in earnest soon, once
the men with their queer little boxes and spools of wire set up their
communication lines. It was only a matter of time before the invasion
of Normandy began in force.
Sitting in a machine gun nest in a bunker on the dunes of the
beach, he felt a sense of security that he knew would amount to
nothing when bullets began to fly. It was where he spent much of his
time these days. Rumors of an Allied invasion had reached the ears of
the high command, and so the men stationed at Normandy were put
on alert. From dawn to dusk he sat in the stiff metal chair that served
as his seat of honor. With no companion but his machine gun, he had
plenty of free time. Sometimes he would try to read. Usually, he just
watched the sea.
The dark staccato of machine gun fire reached his ears alongside
the screeching of artillery. Bullets from his fellow gunners tore into
the Allied forces that charged up the beach, pouring forth from the
floating steel and wood crates they called landing carriers. Men much
like him stormed up the beach, attempting to wrest control from the
Fatherland. Many of them died doing so, their eyes rolling upward
in a final glance to the sky as their breath left them once and for all.
The gunner supposed that the weather was beneficial to what was
happening; the sky was overcast and rain poured down from it as if
the angels up in heaven were weeping for what was happening. Gale
force winds, like the furious gasps of God himself, bellowed across the
beach, chilling the air that was warmed by the explosions of artillery
and gunpowder. It was lucky that the sand was wet, otherwise there
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was a chance that it would blow around and cause mechanical failure
in many of the weapons he and his comrades would be using to beat
back the invaders. Granted it would also clog up the guns the attackers
used, but being without weaponry was not a pretty thought. The salt
in the coastal air made maintenance on his MG42 (or was it an MG63?
He didn’t know what the gun was actually called, only that it was
fully capable of taking life) hard enough. He wasn’t cut out for such an
important responsibility, and he had told his commanding officer so.
“Nonsense, Peter!” the officer had replied, swatting him on the
back as a proud father would his son, “You are one of the best shooters
we have! You must man the gun.”
And so he did. Reluctantly, but he did it. He had written home
to tell his family about it, and they were ecstatic. They were proud.
His father especially. “My son, a machine gunner!” he had written,
and Peter could feel the pride—something hard won from his father,
a sergeant in the Great War—roll off the thickly written words on the
page in droves. “You will make us all proud, Peter, and I look forward
to shaking your hand and comparing medals.”
Though he didn’t think he would be winning any medals, Peter
had agreed in the letter he was in the process of writing back. The
letter would have to wait to be sent, he thought, as he approached the
stock of his machine gun, gazing out through the small opening in his
concrete nest at the carnage that lay before him and his comrades.
With a twinge of guilt, he noticed that the communication wires
had been laid. Perhaps the Allies succeeded because of his hesitation.
If he hadn’t stopped to think and just did as he was instructed, as he
was trained . . . no. Such thinking would lead to further mistakes, and
he could not fail the Fatherland again. There was still shame in failing
the first time, but to do so again would be unacceptable. Germany had
suffered enough at the hands of the world years ago. It deserved better
than a boy who was afraid to shoot strangers.
Peter couldn’t help but wonder, though. Were they strangers?
Certainly he did not recognize any of them, living or dead, but they
looked familiar to him. Why was that? Why did he see himself in the
fields of carnage? Why did each spray of blood, each body broken and
torn apart by the shells of his comrades feel like it was his own blood
spraying or body being destroyed? He could not understand it even as
he tried.
The beach was crowded now, with men both young and old.
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Another screeching explosion roared out not far behind him, sending
yet another shell onto the sand of the beach. Cries of anguish mingled
with roars of hate and fury and shouted orders from superiors. They
were all outdone by the cacophonous bellow of artillery and the
furious spitting of machine gun fire.
Peter’s hands felt cold upon the wooden stock of his machine gun.
Utterly numb, he reached forward and leaned down to look down the
sight into the fields of death that lay outside his nest. His father had
gotten drunk once and spoken at length—crying all the while—about
the trenches in the Great War. The beaches were wide and open, and
Peter thought that made them worse. There was no hiding from the
enemy in such a space. There was no ducking into a trench to avoid the
bullet aimed for you. No walls to protect you and your friends from
the hate of your enemy.
Peter trained his sights on an Allied soldier bellowing and
charging forward as fast as he could. The large tank on his back slowed
him down a great deal, and not without reason. It was a tank Peter
recognized all too well, the tank of a flammenwerfe . It was one of the
most dangerous things the sergeant had told them to watch out for. It
shot streams of red-hot liquid that stuck to everything and could not be
put out. If the soldier with the flammenwerfe could make it further up
the beach to the nests . . .
Peter shook his head and took a deep breath, following the
soldier’s slow run with the sights of his gun. It would be child’s play to
shoot the tank on his back. It would eliminate the threat and make him
a hero.
Peter had never killed anybody. How easy it would be, though!
With a minute squeeze of his finger, bullets would fly from his machine
gun and hit the tank on the young soldier’s back. The tank would
either explode or send out jets of flaming napalm in every which
direction. Either would be a great victory for him and his comrades.
But he didn’t pull the trigger. He had never killed anybody before,
and even his love for the Fatherland could not make him squeeze the
trigger.
The soldier with the flammenwerfe was young. He had a broad,
slightly protruding brow and a youthful face. His mouth was somehow
contorted into a grim smile even as he ran into what he surely knew
was death. How he could find enough peace and courage to smile
even as he ran into the jaws of hell escaped Peter. Clearly the young
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man was braver than Peter could ever dream to be. And that made
Peter indescribably angry. As if someone had taken a flammenwerfe
and attached it to him, Peter felt as if he was ablaze, so great was his
fury. How could the soldier be in better spirits than him? He was on
the wrong side, goddammit! The Allies were in the wrong, not the
Fatherland! How could he, a soldier on the side that had been wronged
be feeling worse than the boy with the flammenwerfe , a soldier on the
side that had done the wrong? It was almost comical, and for a scary
moment Peter began to squeeze the trigger on his machine gun.
He stopped, though, and like a leaf on his shoulder his anger
blew away. He eased off of the trigger, keeping his eyes on the enemy
soldier. There were men—and corpses—all around him, but Peter
ignored them. They didn’t matter. He didn’t care. His comrades would
kill them.
But nobody killed the soldier with the flammenwerfe . Peter
wondered if they even saw him—he was of slighter build, almost to
the point that Peter considered calling him a boy rather than a man.
This was war, though, and so Peter knew that he must be a man.
Boys did not fight and die for their country. Men did. It was an honor
reserved solely for them, to spill their blood for their Fatherland.
The world around Peter vanished, and it was just him and the
man. The machine gun and the flammenwerfe . It was then that Peter
realized that one of them would be killing the other this day. One
would slay the other and live on, basking in the glory their homes had
to offer to them. With the kill would come the greatest of honors. An
Allied soldier torching a German machine gunner would be hailed a
hero by anybody, especially a machine gunner at such a vital command
point. Peter’s nest was one of three that were nearest to a part of the
beach that could be climbed easily—and it was there that the Allied
attack was at its fiercest. One way or another they were going to break
through. Peter knew it and he was sure his comrades knew it. That was
probably why they weren’t screaming at him for not firing. They were
doomed one way or another, so why end things on bad terms with one
of your friends?
The yells of Allied soldiers—Americans, from the sound of it—
echoed up to his nest. They were close. It was only a matter of time.
The screech of shells and the thunder of the guns were beat out by the
howling of the wind for an instant, and Peter realized just how close
the boy—the man with the flammenwerfe was. Peter could see the
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soldier’s blue eyes. They brimmed with a cockiness that could only be
described as boyish. Peter’s heart wrenched; the soldier’s eyes looked
the same as his little brother’s.
The crash of the waves disappeared.
The thunder of the guns went quiet.
The screams of agony and hate stopped.
With his boots in the sand just below the mouth of Peter’s nest, the
soldier was in range to fire his flammenwerfe .
It was time.
With oddly steady hands, Peter adjusted his machine gun. It was
do or die. He still didn’t know if he was going to fire, but he leaned
down and took aim at the enemy soldier. It was the least he could do.
The weight of his machine gun was displaced by the bipod on the front
of it, but it still had a weight to it. It was reassuring to have something
to lean against.
Closing one eye and taking a deep, steadying breath, Peter lined
his iron sights up with the chest of the soldier, who had the actual
gun part of his flammenwerfe brought to bear and aimed already.
Time seemed to slow down. The soldier was close enough that Peter
could see his hands trembling something fierce. It was a little nice to
see someone just as scared, if not more scared than he was. It almost
made everything make sense, in a way. Peter took another steadying
breath. Everything he had done in life was for this moment. For the
Fatherland. The letter in his breast pocket bearing his father’s words
felt heavy and warm in his pocket. The Allied soldier would kill Peter,
or Peter would kill him. There was nothing more to it. One would live
and one would die. The survivor would no doubt be touted as a hero,
given honors and recognition for his service to his country. Although
Peter was still afraid to kill another person, he would, if only so that
he could live to see his family once more. He cared nothing for being
paraded around as a hero for snuffing out a fellow human’s life before
its time. If he was going to kill it would be out of necessity, not glory.
He loved his Fatherland but he could not bring himself to kill for it. He
suspected that he was a coward because of that, but it mattered little.
He didn’t want to be a hero. He just wanted to stay alive.
Closing his eyes, Peter squeezed the trigger of his machine gun
and held onto it. A dry click met his ears. He was so afraid of killing
and so unprepared for the fighting, he had forgotten to load his
weapon. The cogs of time seemed to grind to a hair’s breadth short of
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being halted.
Woosh.
The sound was authoritative and gluttonous. Even through the
cover of his eyelids, a sun flared into Peter’s view. Too scared to face
his demise head on, Peter tried to lower his head and keep his eyes
closed as hard as possible. He made no attempt to dodge or roll or run.
The ladder out of his nest was close by, but he would never reach it in
time. Besides, the napalm was going to fill the nest quickly and kill him
either way.
It was as if the air itself was aflame. The temperature in the
nest had been uncomfortably humid the past week, but it paled in
comparison to the heat that radiated from the cloud of fire that was
racing toward the nest now.
All at once, time seemed to explode into normalcy again, and the
ball of heat smacked into Peter like a wet blanket. It wrapped around
him like damp clothes. Peter fell forward, knocking his flaming
machine gun down as he crashed into it. As he hit the floor, soaked
from head to toe in sticky fire, he was surprised to find that, though
he could feel his skin blistering and bubbling, it was rather painless. It
was all just very, very warm. Almost in a pleasant way, really. The pain
would come soon, but it wouldn’t last for very long, he didn’t think.
When the pain did hit, Peter screamed. While he screamed he
could hear the echo of his father’s words:
“You will make us all proud.”

88

Pygmalion’s Wife
Catey Bayse
My first breath, extinguished by his kisses, my first sight out of silent
stony sleep, clouded by his face; I think: this must be the world.
But, I think.
My god, he names me Galatea, she who is milk white, nameless though,
in ancient texts, just an image, his. Born into talons of love, I am his
prey. My first night, he snores loudly, his turn in sound sleep, (after all,
love, they say, is compromise.) He is exhausted from finally fulfilling
long awaited ecstasy, which he entered again and again; I let him. I
lie awake at his right, consumed by my skin, which feels too tight,
appears less white, perhaps it’s this light. I wonder if he’ll notice, if
he’ll see—and anxiety too, I fear, is unbecoming of the woman I’m
supposed to be. (What if worry wrinkles time into my forehead? Will
he sculpt himself a newer, younger model?) In ivory, ideal in every
way (for him, at least,) in flesh I am sin and bone, human, alone; I
think: this must be the world.
But, I think.
I can’t help it now, for he birthed me into life, gave me rhythm,
movement, questions; and so I question him, my creator, but more
readily his creation. Can I trust these eyes, which he carved thinking
only of himself? Can I trust these ears, through which I hear him
throw around words like “love” and “wife,” “family” and “life?” And
why, I wonder, do I make his faults my own? My ears are the problem,
I assume—not the perversions he sings, acoustics, which he thinks
pleasing to me; he has no idea what’s pleasing to me. And yet in
fairness, how would he? He never asked, consulted, considered even—
do I love him? Do I want to marry? Do I want children? Progressive
questions perhaps, but since my mind remains the only part of me
he didn’t mold—I must hold onto it, go where it takes me. So, one
Saturday, after serving him eggs and toast, pouring his milk and laying
out his pills, I walk out the front door to get the mail. I don’t stop at
the mailbox or at the end of the driveway or the end of the block. I
just keep walking, enjoying for the first time, the sun on my shoulder
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blades; eventually, I think: where am I going?
But, I think.
It has made a world of difference.

“Sleep Anywhere” by Eleanor Bennett
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Wanting
Precilla Tuy
I bet your love for me isn’t as heavy
as mine for you.
I bet you don’t think of me
as much as I hope you do.
I want you.
I want you.
You probably have other things to tend to.
Perhaps I’m just one among the others.
Maybe I should want another
But, I only want you.
I want you.
I want you.
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Rainy Night Espresso
Lisa DeSiro
In the window here at Starbucks—
as I sip my single shot,
gazing out upon the sidewalk,
savoring the view I’ve got—
I can see, through myself,
dark buildings barred with light
and cars like liquid, rushing off
my frame of vision, left to right.
How many others in this looming
city, with impartial eyes,
are also watching all these gloomy
harried people hurry by?
It’s my reflection that I see;
umbrellas passing over me.
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Autograph
Scott Anderson
Meant to be
you and me.
I saw you in the morning:
A raw 10 A.M.
You would have given me a chance?
My burdens are structures in a game of chess:
Lost causes
And shattered glass.
I’m following you down Broadway,
Chasing you
like a high I miss.
As my key goes into your front door,
I place my hand on the knob
And inhale.
…
“Is someone there?”
…
Choking back my hands
I savor your screams.
I love you.
I knew you.
Or I wish I did.
And all I wanted was your autograph.
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The Rhythm of My Name
Anne Nicolas
At just three years old, I knew how to write my name. My fat pencil at
hand and my paper lined the way I like it best; roads of thin pink lines
with scattered drool spots in between every four letters. It was sort of
like a soft ceiling for the letters to brush up against. My mom made
up a dance to help me remember how to pronounce my entire name.
She'd break it into razor-sharp syllables; shake her hips as it swayed
right to left with her horde of coins rattling in her pockets, Ann-knee
Kris-teen Ni-cole-lace, Annie Christine Nicolas. I would repeat it
over and over again; soon it became this melody that pulsed its way
through everyone’s brain draining them of purpose to listen as the
words frizzled out through their fingertips. Lay your head down and
relax, my mom would say, however, I never would lie down and relax.
I loved the rush in my name and the rhythm drove me silly.
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Barlow
Chris Maloney
Something about the little door in my wall always bothered me. It
wasn’t like I had nothing else in my tiny apartment to complain about.
The sink dripped endlessly. The damn thing behaved only when there
was a plumber visiting. They would fix me with a beady glare and ask
me which faucet exactly was giving me issue, to which I would have to
gesture at my meager bathroom and stand foolishly as they examined
the porcelain washbasin, dry and white as bleached bone. They would
nod and chuckle, assuring me that they had taken care of it, despite
never laying a tool on the tap, and would charge me an exorbitant
price for the hour they spent in my cramped abode. As soon as we
were alone again, the cheeky faucet would start up again with its plink
plink. But everyone has to deal with leaky faucets.
The doors stuck a bit, too. Every morning, I would find my
bedroom door shut, regardless of whether I had left it open when I
went to sleep, but my apartment was in an old building. The doorway
must have slanted just enough and the wooden frame swelled in the
night dew. Every morning, the thick wooden door would be shut and
I would feel this sudden irrational tightness in my chest. What if this
was the day that my door remained firmly stuck and I was trapped
inside my claustrophobic, windowless bedroom? My mind would rush
through possible escape routes and come up against the tight, airless
walls that still bore the ghosts of ancient floral wallpaper no matter
how many coats of paint I covered them in. I never had my cell phone
in there. There were no electrical outlets and I could never get service.
The single bulb that hung from the ceiling never held the same
cheery charm in its rosy glass frame as it did in the evenings and I
would start to curse the day that I thought such a thing would break
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the gloom in the room. The air always tasted of stale dust and a slight
odor of decay hung over everything like a shadow at the beach. But,
like I said before, it was an old building. Stale air and old smells were
to be expected. Eventually, I would get over myself and my silly
paranoia and heave the door open with my shoulder and a grunt. It
would pop from the engorged frame and screech open like a teakettle.
I would tell myself to grab some oil for the old hinges and promptly
forget about it. The floors creaked with a varying sensitivity that was
prone to catching guests off guard and the lights were known to flicker
a little, but the little place was a steal for the price I paid the landlord
each month.
Flats in London proper were far too expensive, anyways. I
much preferred my little Wembley flat, despite the terrible commute
whenever there was a football match. My flatmate, Harvey, never
much seemed to mind, either. But Harvey didn’t ever seem to mind
anything much. He was the unflappable sort who devoured ghost
stories and horror movies in the dark hours of the night. He was
the one to tell me, “All of London is haunted. Just think of the sheer
number of people who have died on every mile. Angry ghosts all
around for sure, mate.” That was exactly the sort of thing to calm
the nerves when lost for the first time returning home late. It was no
wonder that I tended to avoid Harvey when it got just a bit too late for
my liking. And Halloween, anyone with enough brains to rub together
avoided Harvey on Halloween. But the rent came due every month
and the little jobs I picked up as a writer were a bit too infrequent for
real comfort. I didn’t much like owing Harvey when I was just a bit
short on the funds, either. He was a good guy, but owing anyone is a
good way to end up in trouble later.
Such was the situation when my great-aunt Myrtle passed away.
I can’t say that I was particularly broken up about the whole affair.
Honestly, I barely remembered great-aunt Myrtle. All she was to me
was a fuzzy memory from when I was young. I believe that she was
the old lady who used to sneak me sweets when my parents weren’t
looking, but such an encounter was clearly between us and beyond
checking. Other than that, the only thing about her that my family
ever discussed was her absurd suspicion of her neighbors. Apparently,
great-aunt Myrtle remembered me, though, and fondly.
Her will listed me as the primary inheritor, so I must have meant
something to the old bat. Great-aunt Myrtle wasn’t particularly well-
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off, so the monetary benefits of inheritance weren’t enough to improve
my quality of life much. What did change my quality of life was the
creaky old house she owned just outside of the city. I was told that
it was within walking distance of a Tube station, while still being in
a quiet residential neighborhood. It all sounded brilliant, especially
being entirely paid off years ago. Even the taxes on owning such a
house barely equaled my half of the rent on our meager flat. So, I
invited Harvey to come join me, and Harvey, being the sort who loves
old houses where people have died, agreed to do so.
I thought this would be a definite change in my fortunes. I could
never have imagined how correct I could be.
Within a week, we worked out that I would take the Tube to
check out the house and Harvey would rent a lorry and follow with
our possessions. I called up our friend Kate and asked if she could
do a sweep of the apartment to grab everything that Harvey would
inevitably leave behind. She chuckled and agreed. We both knew that
he would and that it would turn out to be something important. There
was a moment of silence there, a pause that inexplicably reminded me
of secondary school dances. I peered out the window and invited her
to visit that weekend. We could have a delightful lunch in a real house
for once, I said. It would be nice, nostalgic, even if neither one of us
had spent any meaningful length of time outside of London. It was
settled and the phone clicked off.
The air had acquired a bit of a chill as I clutched my threadbare
jacket a bit tighter. I should have known better than to arrive more
than a few minutes early for the Tube, especially at the Wembley
Central station, but even so, the train was quite packed for the early
afternoon when it pulled in. I found a spot leaning against one of the
walls and endured the crush of people and the low murmur of their
conversations. In more confortable conditions, it might even have been
comforting. The rocking motion of the train and the rumbling of the
conversations conspired to lull me into spacing out entirely. By the
time I noticed and clicked back into focus, the scenery out the window
had replaced the bricks, metal, and tar of London with trees, fields,
and a bit of sunset. The passengers of the train car had likewise shifted.
Only a few remained with me. One of them was clearly male by the
sound of his voice, reciting the rhyming end to some ghost story for
children.
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Dead man Barlow underneath the floor,
Dead man Barlow knocking at your door.
Dead man Barlow walking with his knife,
Dead man Barlow come to take your life!
It was truly awful stuff. There was a reason, I thought to myself,
why one never heard the names of famous poets attached to such
trashy spook stories. The rhyme was simple and the scare tactic
transparent. Only a child would ever come close to being perturbed
by such a ditty. I briefly considered voicing my disdain, but the
train stopped and my fellow passengers departed before I could.
The Elephant & Castle was the last stop on the Bakerloo line, so I
meandered through the Shopping Centre exit to interchange to the
National Rail. I was lucky in a way I had never been before. The train
pulled up only a minute or two after I arrived at the platform. So I took
a seat in the now empty train car, noting that there were only thirteen
stops left before we reached the end of the line and my destination.
The Hillcrest station was a bit less than I was expecting. With little
more than a short strip of pavement and a sign that merely pointed
the direction to London and to Gravesend, I was almost sure that I had
stepped out at the wrong stop entirely. I had stepped onto the train in
a modern station, surrounded by a mixture of old and new buildings,
on a warm, sunny morning. I stepped off onto an old slab of rock,
surrounded by old trees and old houses, on a chilly afternoon. A single
path led away from the station and I assumed that, it being the only
way to go, it must have been the way I was supposed to go.
Eventually, the path ran alongside a road that was more than a
cow path only by the apparent effort in covering it in gravel. The tar
crumbled and cracked. There was no way that it saw much traffic.
Across the road, I could see driveways stretching out and numbered
mailboxes keeping watch on the dusty road. Crossing the road would
be best, as I would be able to make out the house numbers easier. I was
sure that I would find my destination, number sixty-seven, in no time.
I gave both directions a cursory glance, already knowing that I would
see no traffic coming from either direction, and began to stroll leisurely
across what passed for a road. I was about halfway across when I
heard the broken growling of an old engine. I looked to my right,
expecting to see an ancient automobile puttering by. I saw nothing but
the wide and empty road. I repeated this motion to the left, but again,
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there was no one. The sound must have been echoing through the
forest around me. There must have been a parallel street just hidden
from sight. That odd puttering was just another quaint, new touch to
my new home.
A long driveway was tucked away with a few of the ubiquitous
trees, I noticed. The dirt and gravel snaked up the incline alongside
the road and wound their way to a massive slate grey affair of a home.
This was an old house, but never in a unified manner. The east side
was cobbled from stone and logs. The west side was imposing, painted
brick. The center appeared like a normal, wooden house for the first
floor, at least. Above that, windows blanketed the second floor with
glass and rippling curtains. The overall effect was jarring and I had
to really struggle to pull my attention away from the architectural
nightmare and over to the homey, hand carved mailbox that I had
rested my hand on without noticing.
Bar—
65 Redemption Rock Road
My heart flipped a little in smothered relief to find that I was
so close to the end of this trek. I had been on edge all morning and
nothing sounded better then to settle into my new home. Perhaps I
would take a drawn out soak in the bathtub once I arrived. That would
be fantastic. It was starting to darken a bit, anyways. I supposed that
night fell quickly here outside the city. I broke into a jog, heading out to
the house that would be mine.
A mile or so later and I was sweaty, panting, and terribly
frustrated. There was a large, boggy pond between me and the first
mailbox I had seen since sixty-five. The road twisted around the edge,
but the sheer distance was still enough to cause me to blanch. I could
feel the mud sucking at my shoes that had seemed sensible when I had
left London. After this walk, my morning felt like it had to have come a
week ago. I had never been so solidly lost in the woods. My feet ached.
I hadn’t heard from me knees in a few hundred feet. My arms itched
from a thousand mosquito bites. I would never see the city again; I was
sure of it. But I reached the mailbox to see that it was sixty-seven, my
new home. And, of course, my new driveway was long and uphill.
It was hard to believe that my new house had been owned by
someone until recently. From my initial impressions, it was far more
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likely that it had been inhabited by a million industrious spiders. That
was the majority of the furnishings I came across, massive nets of lacy
web. I found a couch and a bed that was more dust than creaky box
spring. A few chairs made themselves known from the shadows with
the aid of my toe and a few choice curse words. The dining room was
still set with what I had to assume had been the china at one point.
More than anything else, this house needed a good airing and a broom.
I would have made do with the rest of my things, but Harvey was
taking his sweet time with the moving truck. He probably took every
back road he could find in hopes of finding a local haunted marsh or
something. I would hear from him when he showed up, I supposed.
I almost hit myself for letting this damned old house and damned
backwoods neighborhood get to me. I wasn’t too far out to contact
Harvey. I had a cell phone. So, I picked it up and called him. It didn’t
even ring. I heard the tinny sounds of Hey, It’s Harvey. I’m out with
the out of this world. Leave me one and I’ll- before I hung up. Of
course, Harvey would have his phone off. I took my single little duffel
bag and considered unpacking, right up until I realized that I had only
some clothes, a toothbrush, and my fingernail clippers. I didn’t even
have a cup to leave my brush in the bathroom. So, the bag remained
where I had dropped it in the front hall. A second cursory walkabout
brought only a few things to my attention. Something had to have
died on the third floor, judging by the stench. There was a tiny door
in the sitting room that was identical to the one in my apartment. The
sun was setting and a heavy fog trailed along with it. Even Harvey
wouldn’t be stupid enough to drive through dark, bathwater fog. I was
alone in the house until the morning.
And that is when the doorbell rang. It was a surprisingly modern
sound, a recording of a bell as opposed to the giant tower bell I was
expecting, a ringtone when I expected Notre Dame. But company
was company in a creepy old house in the middle of nowhere. I ran
down the hallway past my own footprints in the dust and swung open
the front door quick enough to make the couple standing there leap
back slightly. They were not the bent elderly or rugged mountain folk
I was expecting. They were young, couldn’t have been long out of
college. They were close, touching knuckles, and they were moderately
attractive. The woman was going to be a source of frustration for
Harvey when he arrived, I could tell already. There was something
about her that drew my eyes. We had a moment of shared awkward
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smiles before I got an invitation to dinner at their house next door.
Good neighbors, making neighborly offers. I accepted, of course. What
other choice did I have? Wandering out to forage?
With them, the walk to sixty-five was noticeably shorter. I would
swear that we crossed some bridge over the still, black waters of the
pond. It was something like a minute, rather than my previous hour.
Things were actually starting to look like they might be okay. I could
take that bridge as an obvious shortcut to the train platform and I
would have no trouble at all getting into the city.
The house still looked odd with its cobbled together styles, but
with all the lights on, it was the most welcoming thing in sight. The
inside was much like the outside. Knick-knacks littered the walls and
overstuffed furniture promised sinking and relaxing. A warm light
permeated the house and I had to wonder how much work it took to
keep the lights positioned in such a way to spread all the light in such
a uniform way. The guy, Laurence was his name, invited me into a
sitting room to wait while the girl, Shelby, finished heating up dinner.
Conversation followed. I would love to repeat here what was said,
but all I can remember is how comfortable it felt. I was warm. My
chair was soft. I could smell dinner. My mood was high. The food that
followed was one of the best meals of my life. It was fatty and buttery,
all the foods that people tend to look down on you for eating these
days. My mouth still waters when I think about it.
Conversation after dinner turned to local stories. I heard about old
Dan down the street who would let me have fresh vegetables from his
fields and apples from his orchards if I helped him harvest them and
poor old Gertrude who was suffering something fierce from some sort
of illness. Then Laurence decided that it was only proper to swap ghost
stories. Now, I’m from Wembley in London. I don’t have ghost stories.
At least, I don’t have any of my own. I saw the Woman in Black over
in the West End once and was sure that I was being stalked by spectral
figures for the rest of the evening, but that was about the extent of my
paranormal experience.
Laurence had one that was an obvious favorite, clearing his throat
and settling into a good position in his chair. What followed was a tale
shared by someone who clearly took pleasure in the telling. Laurence
bent and stretched, raised and lowered his voice, bringing to life all
the terrible circumstances that brought a local man to kill every man
who had ever gotten friendly with his young wife. I was more than
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a little unnerved by this point. He really did a good job, adding in
highly specific details that he must have noticed all around the tiny
town, causing the story to sound just a little bit too much like it must
have happened. Apparently, the man roamed the town after his death,
continuing his brutal killing spree against anyone who tried to get
friendly with his wife. I could never tell it as well as he did, but I do
recall the last few lines.
Dead man Barlow underneath the floor,
Dead man Barlow knocking at your door.
Dead man Barlow walking with his knife,
Dead man Barlow come to take your life!
I figured that a ghost story like that had to imply a vast knowledge
of local practice, so I asked him if he knew anything about the practice
of installing tiny doors in houses. Apparently, it stemmed from a
local belief that spirits would pass through a home without bothering
people, so long as they were given a proper door and the ghosts had
no other reason to pester them. It seemed fair enough to me if a bit
hokey, but the country was always hokey and backwards.
It was then that I noticed the clock on the mantle and just how
much time had passed. Harvey was the sort who would turn around
and go home, so I knew that I had to return to the bothersome old
house. I got up to leave and turned down Laurence and Shelby’s offers
of drinks, a warm bed, and charades as politely as I could. These two
were people I would see again the next day; I knew it. I brushed aside
Laurence’s offer to walk me home. There was no reason for him to
walk there and back. And I headed home.
The path was easy enough to follow at first. Unfortunately, I had
severely overestimated my navigational abilities. Not much after I
was out of sight of Laurence and Shelby’s house, I was more lost than
I had been that morning. For some reason, it was difficult to see in
the dark and fog. It occurred to me that I had wandered out into the
very stuff that I had decided that even Harvey wasn’t stupid enough
to venture out through and I chuckled, but it was a hollow laugh. I
stumbled through a thorn bush. An owl called out into the night. I
heard a howling off in the distance of what had to have been wolves
or coyotes; no dog could sound so dangerous or so wild. But those
were the things I expected. I could steel myself against howling with
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silly memories of Balto and other fictional beasts. When I heard the
crying, I could barely breathe. It was horrendous. High and pained and
agonized. There was no way that a human baby could produce such
sounds.
I ran, stumbling through more brambles and branches, piles of
leaves and puddles. The cold air cut through my clearly inadequate
jacket. My sides were on fire. I had to have left my feet a mile back. My
breath came in short bursts that hurt. And then I was under water. I
was splashing. Drowning. There was no air and far too much water. I
reached and reached and reached. Nothing. Nothing. Nothing in my
hands but water. And then I had long, thin stalks and I pulled myself
out of the pond with the watergrass. I crawled away and leaned my
back against a waist-high stone. I heaved up water and gasped for
minutes, waiting for my heart to slow in my chest.
It did eventually and I decided to investigate why the stone behind
my back was so smooth. I shouldn’t have. It was worn and the foggy
air made it difficult to really make out the shape, but the stone was
clearly a headstone and I was clearly in some sort of graveyard. I stood
up and backed away. Within a few steps, my left foot was slipping on
the edge of the wet grass and I leaped forwards to keep from falling
into the sudden hole behind me. This time, the fog cleared for a second,
allowing me to read the name freshly carved into the headstone at the
other end of the open grave.
S. BARLOW
I ran. I don’t know how long. It could have been a few minutes or
a few years. Whichever it was, it was too long. I finally ended up at the
front door of my house, bruised, bloody, muddy, wet, and exhausted.
I stepped into the front hall and slammed the door behind me before
collapsing onto my duffel bag.
I remained there for a few minutes, too shaken up by my run to
move from the pile I had made of myself in the front hall. There was a
knock at my door, a frantic pounding. My sluggish mind couldn’t quite
process why someone would be at my door at this hour very quickly.
After ten or so knocks, I reasoned that it was probably Laurence,
coming to make sure I made it home alright. The knocking stopped
as I pulled myself up. I bent back down to pick up my bag. I could go
find whoever was knocking in the morning. Right now, I just needed
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to sleep. The knocking came again, the heavy pounding that suddenly
struck me as too loud to be a human hitting the door. I shivered but
decided to get over myself and see who was so persistent. A few steps
and I was at the solid, wooden door. I threw it open in what was a sad
mockery of my earlier enthusiasm. No one was there. I stepped out,
glanced both ways, and called out a HELLO?, but no one came into
view. I went back inside and closed the door behind me.
I grabbed my duffel bag and started towards the bedroom. A dusty,
creaky box spring was better than the floor. And then the knocking
came again. I turned to glare at the front door, but then I paused. The
pounding wasn’t coming from the front door. The sound was echoing
down the hallway. I followed it, heart thumping nearly as loudly, until
I reached the sitting room. And suddenly, the cold dread that had been
bringing a cold sweat to my palms made sense. Someone was knocking
on the other side of the door in the sitting room. Someone angry.
I slept in the front hall on my duffel bag, doing my best to ignore
the persistent pounding.
It was not restful.
The next morning I tried calling Harvey again. I didn’t even get
a single bar of cell service. This seemed to me the best excuse to visit
Laurence and Shelby and get out of my creepy, creepy house. So, I set
off. I saw no sign of the bridge that crossed the pond, but I knew that it
must have just been a little off into the woods. It was better not to get
lost, though, so I took the long trek that first brought me to sixty-seven
Redemption Rock Road.
A while later, I found myself leaning on the mailbox to sixty-five,
panting slightly. Laurence and Shelby would let me use their phone.
I walked up the driveway, trying to smooth out my appearance a bit.
They didn’t need to know just how oddly terrifying my night had
been. I got the feeling that Laurence would be the type to make slight
fun at me for it. Reaching the front door, I rang the doorbell to no
answer. Again, I rang, but no one came. Again. Again. Again. Nothing,
no one, no sign of movement. Perhaps it was a decoy doorbell that
didn’t actually ring, I reasoned, and knocked on the door. It must not
have been securely shut, because it swung open as soon as my knuckle
hit the wood. I felt a chill go down my spine and I stepped inside. The
lights were off and broken glass and knick-knacks littered the floor.
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The entire house looked as if it had been ransacked and torn apart
in a fit of anger. My chest tightened and the air around me began to
swim. I ran through the house, desperately searching for either of my
wonderful neighbors. I ended up in the living room, having found no
sign of either Laurence or Shelby. I took a seat on one of the chairs,
exhausted. I remembered the night before, how warm that room had
felt, how much more comfortable that chair had been. My eye caught
the desiccated corpse a while before I realized what it was. It was odd,
I noted with some strangely detached curiosity, that the dried out
corpse of an old lady was sitting in the same chair that I left Shelby in
and that she had the same color hair and same vintage dress.
It was then that my phone started to ring. Kate was on the other
end. She said that she had been trying to reach me since yesterday and
that something had happened to Harvey. Apparently, he was killed in
a hit and run accident. They never did find the other car involved. Kate
said that she was on her way to pick me up in her car. I told her to meet
me at sixty-five instead. I would be waiting at the mailbox.
It wasn’t until I was getting into Kate’s car that I noticed the
surname on Laurence and Shelby’s hand carved mailbox.
Barlow.
I would not be returning any time soon.
For some reason, I was the person that the police returned
Harvey’s things to. His body was so badly torn up from the accident
that there was no way that we could have an open casket at the funeral,
but his mobile was barely scratched. At least it had the decency to run
out of battery instead of glowing cheerfully when the officer, with what
might have passed for a moustache in the fifth grade, handed it to me.
I spent the next few weeks staying at Kate’s flat. At first it was
almost adamantly about comfort and friendship, but within a month,
her flatmates started to wonder if we would be visiting my place
anytime soon. So, we did. Despite the feeling of dread that permeated
everything when I was there, there was no real reason to avoid it.
Things were quiet and that was nice.
But I had to plug Harvey’s phone in. I wanted to see if anything
there could help me understand why he was gone. It took all afternoon
to charge, but by the time I was ready for bed, it would turn on and
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stay on again. Kate had already changed into her pajamas and was
drifting off when I flipped it open. Somehow, I was disappointed.
The last text message was from Kate the morning before he had died,
reminding him to wake up and take our stuff out. The last call was a
missed one from me. He did have one picture, though. This wasn’t
surprising. Harvey would always accidentally set off his phone’s
camera while trying to answer it. What was surprising was the picture,
itself.
There was half of Harvey’s face, his left eyebrow twisted in slight
confusion at his attempt to answer the call, and in the passenger seat
beside him was Shelby in her vintage dress.
Someone started knocking quietly on the door, the tiny door in my
wall.

